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Half- rusty bayonets ; and the low sejubby copses ol 

acacia scarce offer a shade to the dusky agama and the 
ground rattlesnake. Here and there a solitary pal- 
metto, with branchless stem and tufted crown, gives 
an African aspect to the scene. The eye soon tires 
of a landscape where every object appears angular and 
tnomy ; and upon this plain, not only are the trees 

of that character, but the plants, — even the very 
grass carries its thorns ! 

With what sensations of pleasure wo turn to gaze 
into a lovely valley, trending eastward from the base 
of the mountain ! What a contrast to the arid plain ! 
Its surface is covered with a carpet of bright green, 
enamelled by flowers that gleam like many-coloured 
gems ; while the cotton-wood, the wild china-tree, 
the live-oak, and the willow, mingle their foliage in 
soft shady groves that seem to invite us. Let ua 

descend ! 

We have reached the plain, yet the valley is still 

far beneath us — a thousand feet at the least — but, 
from a promontory of the bluff projecting over it, we 

command a view of its entire surface to the distance 

of many miles. It is a level like the plain above ; 

and gazing down upon it, one might fancy it a por- 
tion of the latter that had sunk into the earth’s crust, 
so as to come within the influence of a fertilizing 
power denied to the higher region. 

On both sides of it, far as the eye can reach, run 
tiie bordering cliffs, stepping from one level to the 
other, by a thousand feet sheer, and only passable at 
certain points. There is a width of ten miles from 
cliff to cliff; and these, of equal height, seem the 
counterparts of each other. Their grim savage fronts, 


i, 
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overhanging the soft bright landscape of the valley, 

suggest the idea of a beautiful picture framed in 
rough oak-work. 

A stream, like a silver serpent, bisects the valley 
— not running in a straight course, but in luxuriani 

windings, as though it loved to tarry in the midst ot 

that bright scene. Its frequent curves and gentle 

current show that it passes over a surface almost 

plane. Its banks are timbered, but not continuously. 

Here the timber forms a wide belt, there only a fringe 
scarce shadowing the stream, and yonder the grassy 

turf can be distinguished running in to the very 
water’s edge. 

Copse-like groves are scattered over the ground. 
These are of varied forms; some perfectly circular, 
others oblong or oval, and others curving like the 

cornucopias of our gardens. Detached trees meet the 
eye, whose full round tops show that Nature has had 

her will in their development. The whole scene sug- 
gests the idea of some noble park, planted by design, 
with just timber enough to adorn the picture without 
concealing its beauties. 

Is there no palace, no lordly mansion, to corre- 
spond ? No. Nor palace nor cottage sends up its 
smoke. No human form appears within this wild 
paradise. Herds of deer roam over its surface, the 

stately elk reposes within the shade of its leafy 
groves, but no human being is there. Perhaps the 
foot of man never 

Stay ! there is one by our side who tells a different 
tale. Hear him. 

‘ That is the valle} r of San Ildefonso. A V ild though 
it appears, it was once the abode of civilised man. 
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Near its centre you may note some irregular masses 
scattered over the ground. But for the trees and 

rank weeds that cover them, you might there behold 
the ruins of a city. 

* Yes ! on that spot once stood a town, large and 
prosperous. There was a Presidio with the flag of 
Spain flying from its battlements ; there was a grand 
Mission-house of the Jesuit padres ; and dwellings of 
rich miners and “hacendados ” studded the valley 
far above and below. A busy populace moved upon 
the scene ; and all the passions of love and hate* 
ambition, avarice, and revenge, have had existence 
there. The hearts stirred by them are long since 
cold, and the actions to which they gave birth are 
not chronicled by human pen. They live only in 
legends that sound more like romance than real 

listory. 

‘ And yet these legends are less than a century 

old ! One century ago, from the summit of yonder 
mountain could have been seen, not only the settle- 
ment of San J.ldefonso, but a score of others — cities, 
and towna, and villages — where to-day the eye can- 
not trace a vestige of civilisation. Even the names 
of these cities are forgotten, and their histories buried 

among their ruins ! 

‘ The Indian has reeked his revenge upon the mur- 
derers of Moctezuma ! Had the Saxon permitted 

him to continue his war of retaliation, in one century 
more — nay, in half that time — the descendants of 

Cortez and his conquerors would have disappeared 

from the land of Anahuac ! 

* Listen to the “ Legend of San Ildefonso l J 
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stout padres of tho mission, bustling about in their 
long gowns of coarse serge, with bead-string and 
crucifix dangling to their knees, and scalp-lock close 
shaven. The Apach6 will find no trophy on their 
crowns. 

There is the cura of the town church, conspicuous 

in his long black cloak, shovel hat, black silk stock- 
ings, pumps, and buckles. Now smiling benignly 

upon the crowd, now darting quick Jesuitical glances 

from his dark ill-meaning eyes, and now playing off 

his white jewelled fingers, as he assists some newly- 
arrived ‘ senora ’ to climb to her seat. Great * ladies’ 
men ’ are these same black-gowned bachelor-church- 
men of Mexico. 

We have arrived in front of several t ows of seats 
raised above one another. Let us observe who oc- 
cupy them. At a glance it is apparent they are in 
possession of the ‘ familias principals s,' the aristocracy 
of the settlement. Yes — there is the rich ‘ comer ci 
ante? Don Jose Bincon, his fat wife, and four fat 
sleepy-looking daughters. There, too, is the wife 
and family of the * Alcalde,’ and this magistrate him- 
self with tasselled official staff ; an d the Echevarrias 
— pretty creatures that they think themselves — under 

care of their brother, tho beau, who has discarded 
the national costume for the mode de Paris ! There is 
vhe rich ‘ hacendado Senor Gomez del Monte, the 
owner of countless fiocks and broad acres in the 
valley ; and there are others of his class w, h their 
senoras and senor it as. And there, too, observed of all, 
is the lovely Catalina de Cruces, the daughter of Don 
Ambrosio, the wealthy miner. He will, be a lucky 
follow who wins the smiles of Catalina, or rather per 
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even the face ! Ere night this jealous garment will 
have lost half its prudery* Already the prettier faces 
peep forth ; and you may see, from the softness oi 
the complexion, that they have been just washed free 
of the ‘ allegria ’ that for the last two weeks has ren- 
dered them hideous. 

The ‘ rancher os ’ are in their full and beautiful 
costume — velveteen trousers, wide at the bottoms and 
open up the sides ; botas of unstained leather ; jackets 
of tanned sheepskin ; or velveteen richly embroidered ; 
fancy-worked shirts underneath; and scarfs of rich 
red silk around the waist. Over all the broad - 

brimmed sombrero , of black glaze, with silver or gold 

band, and tags of the same, screwed into the crown. 
Some have no jacket, but the serape, hanging negli- 
gently from their shoulders, serves in place of one. 
All of these men have horses with them ; and on their 
feet may bo seen spurs full five pounds in weight, 
with rowels three, four, and even five inches in 
diameter ! 

The ‘ gambucinos,’ and young men of the town, tho 
smaller ti'adespeople, are A T ery similarly attired ; but 
those of higher class — the officials and 1 comer- 
ciantes ’ — are clad in broad-cloth jackets and panta- 
loons, not exactly of European cut, but approaching 
it — a sort of compromise between Tar is fashions and 
the native costume of the country. 

Another costume may be noticed, worn by many o* 
the crowd. This is the dress of the native ‘ Pueblos, 
or Indies mansos — the poor labourers of tlie mines, and 
the neophytes of the mission. Jt is a simple dress, 
and consists of an upper garment, the tilma, a sort 

of coat without sleeves, A coffee-sack with a hole 
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ripped in the bottom for the head to pass through, 
and a slit cut in each side for the arms, would make 
the ‘ tilma.* It has no waist, and hangs nearly to the 
hips without other fastening than the support at the 
shoulders. The tilma is usually a piece of coarse 
rug — a cheap woollen cloth of the country, called 
‘gerga/ of a whitish colour, with a few dyed threads 
to give the semblance of a pattern. This with a pair 
of dressed sheepskin breeches and rude sandals — 
guaraches — constitutes the wear of most of the ‘ Indioa 
mansos* of Mexico. The head is bare ; and the legs, 
from the knee to the ankle, shine forth in all their 
copper-coloured nakedness. 

Of these dark aborigines — the i peons’ of the 

mission and the mines — there are hundreds stalking 
about, while their wives and daughters sit squatted 
upon the ground in rear of their petates; upon which 
are piled the fruits of the soil — the tunas , pet a hay as, 
plums, apricots, grapes, sandias , and other species of 
melons, with roasted nuts of the \ ihon-tree, the pro- 
duce of the neighbouring mountains. Others keep 

stands of dulces and agua-miel or limonada ; w r hile others 
sell small loaves — piloncillos — of cornstalk sugar, or 
baked roots of the agave. Some squat before fires, 
and prepare tortillas and chile Colorado ; or melt the 

sugared chocolate cake in their urn-like earthen olios. 
From these humble f hucksters/ a hot peppery stew, 

a dish of atole , or a bowl of pinole , is to be had for a 

few clacos. There are other stands where you can 
buy cigarillos of punche , or a drink of the fiery aguar- 
diente from Taos or El Paso; and these stands are 
favourite resorts of the thirsty miners and soldiers. 

There are no ‘ booths/ but most of the hucksters pro- 
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village, however insignificant, the spoil of bull* 
tailing may be witnessed, as this only requires an 
open plain, and as wild a bull as can be procured. 
The sport is not quite so exciting as the bull-fignt, as 
it is less perilous to those engaged in it. Not unfre* 
quently, however, a gored horse or a mutilated rider 
is produced by the * coleo ; ’ and fatal accidents have 
occurred at times. The horses, too, sometimes stum- 
ble, and both horse and rider are trampled by the 
others crowding from behind, so that in the pell- 
mell drive awkward accidents are anything but 
uncommon. The coleo is, therefore, a game of 
strength, courage, and skill ; and to excel in it is 
an object of high ambition among the youth of a 
New Mexican settlement. 
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At a given signal tlie bull was brought forth from 

at neighbouring corral . He was not led by men afoot, 
— that would have been a dangerous undertaking. 
His conductors were well-mounted vaqueros, who, 
with their lazoes around his horns, were ready, in 
case of his showing symptoms of mutiny, to fling him 
to the earth by a jerk. 

A vicious-looking brute he appeared, with shaggy 
frontlet and scowling lurid eye. It was plain that it 
only needed a little goading to make him a still more 
terrible object ; for he already swept his tail angrily 
against his flanks, tossed his long straight horns in 
the air, snorted sharply, and beat the turf at intervals 
with his hoofs. He was evidently one of the fiercest 
of a fierce race — the race of Spanish bulls. 

Every eye was fixed upon him with interest, and 
the spectators freely commented upon his qualities. 

Some thought him too fat, others alleged he was just 
in the condition to make a good run— as, in the coleo, 
speed, not courage, is the desirable quality. This 
difference of opinions led to the laying of numerous 
wagers on the result, — that is, the time that should 
elapse from the start until the bull should be ‘ tailed 
and ‘ thrown. 5 The throwing of the bull, of course 

ends the chase. 

When it is considered that the brute selected is one 
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in high favour, and loudly applauded by the speo 
tators, 

‘ Bravo, two! bravissimo ! 9 was heard on all sides. 
All eyes were now turned upon the enraged anima^ 
and his one remaining pursuer. Both were still near 
enough to be well observed, for the chase had led 
uitlierto, not in one line, but in different directions 
over the plain ; so that the bull was actually no far- 
ther from the crowd than when first overtaken by the 
dragoon. He was at this moment running in a cros3 
course, so that every movement of both pursuer and 

pursued could be well observed from the stand. 

At the first glance it was plain that the bull had 
now behind him the handsomest horse and horseman 
upon the field — would they prove the best? That 
was to be tried. 

The horse was a large coal-black mustang , with a 
long full tail, pointed at the tip, and carried like the 
brush of a running fox. Even while in gallop, his 

neck slightly curved, and his proud figure, displayed 

against the smooth sward, called forth expressions of 
admiration . 

The rider was a young man of twenty or over ; and 
his light curling hair and white-red complexion dis- 
tinguished him from all his competitors — who were, 
without exception, dark-skinned men. He was 
dressed in full ranch ero costume, with its rich 
broidery and trappings ; and instead of the usual 
* serape/ he wore a purple manga — a more graceful, 
as well as costlier garment. The long skirts of this 

he had flung behind him, in order to have his arms 
free; and its folds, opening to the breeze, added to 

'he gracefulness of his carriage in the saddle. 
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The sudden appearance of this splendid horseman 
•—for, hanging in the rear with folded manga, he 
seemed not to have been noticed before, — caused un- 
usual attention, and many were heard inquiring hit 

name. 
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The sports continue. The bull thrown by the tibo» 
lerGj now cowed, walks moodily across the plain. He 
would not serve for a second run, so he is lazoed and 
led off, — to be delivered to the victor as his prize. 

A second is brought forth and started, with a fresh 
dozen ol horsemen at his heels. 

These seem to be better matched, or rather the bull 
has not run off so well, as all overtake him at once, 
riding past him in their headlong speed. Most un- 
expected ly the animal turns in his tracks, and runs 
back, heading directly for the stand ! 

Loud screams are heard from the poblanas in the 
carretas — from the sehoras and sehoritas. No wonder. 
In ten seconds the enraged brute will be in their 

midst ! 

The pursuing horsemen are still far behind him. 
The sudden turning in their headlong race threw them 
out of distance. Even the foremost of them cannot 
come up in time. 

The other horsemen are all dismounted. No man 
on foot will dare to check the onward rush of a goaded 

bull ! 

Confusion and loud shouting among the men, 
terror and screaming among the women, are the 
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It was lie who had performed this second feat of 

skill and daring. 

The bull was not yet conquered, liowev*;* He 

was only confined within a certain range — tho circle 

of the lazo — and, rising to his feet, with a furious 

roar he rushed forward at the crowd. Fortunately 
the lazo was not long enough to enable him to reach 

the spectators on either side ; and again he tumbled 
back upon his haunches. There was a scattering on 
all sides, as it was feared he might still slip the 

noose ; but the horsemen had now come up. Fresh 

lazoes were wound about his neck, others tripped up 
his legs, and he was at length flung violently upon 

He was now completely conquered, and would run 
no more ; and as hut two hulls had been provided for 
the occasion, the ‘ coleo de toros* was for that day at 
an end. 
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spot 

ones 


was equal 

looked upon 


to 


this 


feat 




and 


only 


the 


young 





as 



proof of skill 


Of these 


twenty could now he seen wheeling about at 



and 


ducking 


some 


gal lop 


dow' 


n 


for their 


sombreros 




which 


had previously dropped. 

But it is not so easy to pick up smaller objects 


they 





piece 


of 


com 


1} ing flat upon the ground 


trie s 


and 

the 


skill of the best ‘ cavallero. 


* 


The 


Comandanie Yizcarra now stepped 


forth 


and 


co: 




Lmanded silence. Placing a Spanish dollar upon 


the smooth turf, he called out 




£ 


This 


to the man 


who 




J. I. 



« 


Fiv 


go] 




onzas 


can 

that 


take 



up 


at 


the first 


Sergeant Gomez will 


perform the feat ! 

There was silence for a while. Five gold 

(doubloons) 


i 


onzas 


was 


( 


nco 




large 

could afford to lose 


sum 


of 


■ 

n 


uch 


money 


Only 




sum. 
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* 



eared 



m 


ihe 


list 




who 


was 


geant Gomez. He was 


the 


recognised 


as 


the 


Ser- 


iSame that had first come 


up 


with 


the 


bull 




but 


failed 


to 


fling 


him 




and 


no 


doubt that failure dwelling still in his thoughts added 
to the natural gloom of his very sallow face. 


He was 


a man 


of large 

he lacked that 

of 


size 




unquestionably a good rider 




but 



that gives prom is 



sinewy activity. 

The feat required little preparation. The sergeant 
looked to his saddle-girths, disencumbered himself of 


his sabre and belts, and then set his steed in motion 



In 



few minutes 


he 


directed 


his 


horse 


so 


as 


to 


shave past the shining coin 




and then 




he 


tried 


to 




seize 


it. 


He succeeded 


from 


the 


ground ; 


but 


? 


owing 


to 


the 


bending down 
n lifting 


f 



u 


slight 


iD 


hold 




had taken 


* 


it dropped from his fingers before he ha 






got it to the height of the stirrup. 


A shout 


* 


half of applause and half of disapprobation 




came from the crowd 



Most 


were 


disposed to favour 


hi 


n 


on 


Y izcarra 


y 



account 



Not 


that 


Colonel Yizcarra 
them loyal. 


1 


but they feared him 


they 


loved 


1 


and that mad 



M 


The 

black. 


cibolero now 


rode 


forth 


All eyes were turned upon 


upon 

him 


his 


* 


shining 

His hand 


some 


face would 


have 


won admiration 




but 


for 


its 


very fairness. Therein lay a secret prejudice 
knew he was not of their race 



They 


W Oman’s 


heart 


has 


no 


alon 


prejudice 


J 


however 





cr 


that line of dark-eyed 


( 


doncellas 


> 


more 


and 

than 


one pair of eyes were sparkling with admiration 


for 


the 


blond 


i 


Americano 




y 


for of such 


race was 


Carlos 


the cibolero 


* 


Other eyes than woman’s looked favourably on the 
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you must have 

ptible a 


other 


reasons than tlia 


L* 


It 
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know you would lend them. Thank you all thi 
same. Do not fear! I’ll win the onza. Ha! ha! 
na ! I haven’t been twenty years in the saddle to be 

bantered by a GachupinoJ 

* Sir ! ’ thundered Yizcarraand Eoblado in a breath, 
at the same time grasping the hilts of their swords, 
*\nd frowning in a fierce threatening manner. 

‘ Oh ! gentlemen, don’t be offended,’ said Carlos, 
half sneeringly. ‘ It only slipped from my tongue. 
I meant no insult, I assure you.’ 

‘ Then keep your tongue behind your teeth, my 
good fellow,’ threatened Vizcarra. ‘ Another slip of 
the kind may cost you a fall.’ 

‘ Thank you, Senor Comandante,’ replied Carlos, 

still laughing, ‘ Perhaps I’ll take your advice.’ 

The only rejoinder uttered by the Comandante 
was a fierce ‘ Carrajo ! ’ which Carlos did not 
notice ; for at this moment his sister, having heard 

of his intention, sprang down from the carre tf 
and came running forward, evidently in great dis- 
tress. 

‘ Oh, brother Carlos ! ’ she cried, reaching out her 
arms, and grasping him by the knees, 6 Is it true ? 
Surely it is not true ? * 

‘ AY hat, hermcmita ? y (little sister), he asked with a 
smile. 

‘ That vou H 
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over which both gold and silver changed hands 
rapidly, the two padres of the mission being among 
the highest bettors ; and the sehoras, among them- 
selves, had a quiet little game of their favourite chuza . 
A ‘ main * between a pair of sturdy chanticleers, one 
belonging to the alcalde and the other to the caret (a 

furnished the interlude for another half-hour. In 
this contest the representative of the Church was 
triumphant. His grey cock 0 pardo killed the al- 
calde’s red one at a single blow, by striking one of 
his long steel galves through the latter’s head. This 
was regarded as a very interesting and pleasant spec- 
tacle by all on the ground — ladies included, and al- 
calde excepted. 

By the time the cock-fight was finished, the atten- 
tion of the crowd became directed to the movements 

of the party who had gone up to the upper plain. 

These were now seen along the edge of the cliff, and 
by their manoeuvres it was evident they were engaged 

in arranging the preliminaries of the perilous advem 
ture. Let us join them. 

The cibolero, on gaining the ground, pointed out 
the spot where he had proposed to execute his daring 
design. From the plain above the cliffs were not 

visible, and even the great abyss of the valley itself 
could not be seen a hundred paces back from the 

edge of the bluff. There was no escarpment or slope 
of any kind. The turf ran in to the very edge of the 
precipice, and on the same level with the rest of the 
plain. It was smooth and firm — covered with a short 
sward of gramma grass. There was neither break nor 
pebble to endanger the hoof. No accident could arise 
from that cause. 
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cibolero. Both had their reasons. Both hated the 
*jaan. The cause or causes of their hatred were of 
late growth, — with Koblado still later than his Co- 
mandante. He had observed something within the 
hour that had rendered him furious. He had ob- 
served the waving of that white kerchief ; and as he 
stood h y the stand he had seen to whom the * adios 
was addressed. It had filled him with astonishment 
and indignation ; and his language to Carlos had as- 
sumed a bullying and brutal tone. 

Horrible as such a supposition may seem, both he 
and Vizcarra would have rejoiced to see the cibolero 
tumble over the bluff. Horrible indeed it seems; 
but such were the men, and the place, and the times, 
that there is nothing improbable in it. On the con- 
trary, cases of equal barbarity — wishes and acts still 
more inhuman — are by no means rare under the skies 

of * Nuevo Mexico.’ 

The young ranchero, who had accompanied the 

party to the upper plain, insisted upon fair play. 
Though but a ranchero, he was classed among the 
*ricos/ and, being a fellow of spirit, urged Carlos’ 
rights, even in the face of the moustached and scowl- 
ing militarios. 

‘ Here, Carlos ! ’ cried he, while the arrangement* 
were progressing; *Isee you are bent on this mad- 
ness ; and since I cannot turn you from it, I shall 
not embarrass you. But you sha’n’t risk yourself for 
such a trifle. My purse ! bet what sum you will.’ 

As he said this, he held out a purse to the cibolero, 
which, from its bulk, evidently contained a large 
amount. 

Carlos regarded the purse for a moment without 
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He was not one of the high aristocracy of the place, 

— about that he cared little ; but he had the character 
of being a brave, spirited 3 T oung fellow ; and in time 
if he desired it. might mingle with the ‘ sangre azul. 
It was not likely he ever should — at least through the 
influence of marriage. Any one who was witness to 
the ardent glances exchanged between his eyes and 
those of the cibolero’s sister, would prophesy with 
ease that Don Juan was not going to marry among 
the ar istocracy . 

It was a happy little group around the carreta, and 

there was feasting, too, — dulses, and orgeat, and wine 

from El Paso of the best vintage. Don Juan was not 
afraid to spend money, and he had no reason on that 

occasion, with fifty onzas of clear gain in his pocket 
■ — a fact that by no means sat easily on the mind oi 
the Comandante. 

The latter was observed, with a clouded counte- 
nance, strolling around, occasionally approaching the 
carreta, and glancing somewhat rudely towards the 
group. His glances were, in fact, directed on Eosita, 
and tne consciousness of his almost despotic power 

rendered him careless of concealing his designs. His 

admiration was expressed in such a manner that many 

could perceive it. The poor girl’s eyes fell timidly 
when they encountered his, and Don Juan, having 
noticed it, was not without feelings of anger as well 
as uneasiness. He knew the character of the Co* 
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power to thwart the purpose of a life, or arrest the 
natural flow of its affections ! 

Several games were yet carried on upon the plain, 
but they were without general interest. The splendid 

feat of the cibolero had eclipsed all lesser exhibitions 
for the time ; besides, a number of the head men were 

out of humour. Yizcarra was sad, and Eoblado savage 

— jealous of Catalina. The alcalde and his assistant 
were in a vexed state, as both had bet heavy sums on 
the red cock. Both the padres had lost at monte , and 
they were no longer in a Christian spirit. The cura 

alone was in good spirits, and ready to back the 
‘ pardo ’ for another main. 

The concluding game was at length heralded. It 

was to be the ‘ Correr el gallo ” (i*unning the cock). 
As this is rather an exciting sport, the monte tables 
and other minor amusements were once more put 
aside; and all prepared to watch ‘ el gallo.’ 

‘ Running the cock’ is a New Mexican game in all 
its characteristics. It is easily described. Thus : A 
cock is suspended by the limbs to a horizontal branch, 
at just such a height that a mounted man may lay 
hold of his head and neck hanging downward. The 
bird is fastened in such a manner that a smart pluck 
will detach him from the tree ; while, to render this 

the more difficult, both head and neck are well 
covered with soap. The horseman must be in full 
gallop while passing under the branch ; and he who 
succeeds in plucking down the cock is pursued by all 
the others, who endeavour to rob him of the prize. 
He has a fixed point to run round, and his goal is the 
tree from which he started. Sometimes he is over- 
taken tore reaching this, the cock snatched from 
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Several made tlie attempt, and actually seized the 
bird’s head, but the soap foiled them. 

The dragoon sergeant was once more a competitor ; 

but whether his colonel made any further bet upon 
him is not known. The Comandante had gambled 
enough for that day ; and but for a little peculation 

which he enjoyed upon the mining * derechos/ and 
other little customs dues, he would have felt his losses 
still more severely. Out of the derechos, however, 
he knew he could square himself at the expense of 
the vice -regal government. 

The sergeant, who, as already stated, had the ad- 
vantage of a tall figure and a tall horse, was able to 
get a full grasp at the neck of the bird; and being 
already provided, as was afterwards ascertained, with 
a fistful of sand, he took the prize with him, and 
galloped off. 

But there were swifter horses than his on the 
ground ; and before he could double the turning-post 
he was overtaken by an active vaquero, and lost a 
wing of his bird. Another wing was plucked from 
him by a second pursuer; and he returned to the tree 
with nothing but a fragment left ! Of course he 

received neither vivas nor cheers. 

Carlos the cibolero took no part in this contest. 

fie knew that he had won glory enough for that day 

— that he had made both friends and enemies, and ho 
did not desire to swell the list of either. Some of 

the bystanders, however, began to banter him, wish- 
ing, no doubt, to see him again exhibit liis fine horse- 
manship. He withstood this for some time, until 
two more cocks were plucked from the tree — the 
vaquero already alluded to carrying one of them 
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clear, and laying it at the feet of his smiling sweet' 

heart. 

A new thought seemed now to have entered the 
mind of Carlos, and he was seen riding into the lists, 
evidently about to take part in the next race. 

‘It will bo some time before I can be present at 

another fiesta/ remarked he to Don Juan. ‘ Day 
after to-morrow I start for the plains. So I’ll take 

all the sport I can out of this one.* 

An innovation was now introduced in the game. 
The bird was buried in the ground; and its long 
neck and sharp-pointed bill showed that it was no 
cock, but a snow-white ‘ gray a,’ one of the beautiful 
species of herons common in these regions. Its fine 

tapering neck was not soiled with soap, but left in 
its natural state. In this case the chances of failure 

lay in the fact that, loosely buried as it was, the 
gruya would not allow its head to be approached by 
a hand, but jerked it from side to side, thus render- 
ing it no easy matter to get hold of it. 

The signal being given, away went the string 
of horsemen ! Carlos was among the last, but on 
coming up be saw the white bending neck still there. 
His hand was too quick for the bird, and the next 
moment it was dragged from the yielding sand, and 
flapping its snowy wings over the withers of his 

horse. 
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seen shooting off towards the turning-post alonei 

This passed, he galloped back to the goal, and hold- 
ing up his prize, unstained and intact, received the 
applause of the spectators. 

There was a good deal of guessing and wondering 

& to who would be the recipient of the trophy. 

Some girl of his own rank, conjectured the crowd ; 

some poblana or rancher o’ s daughter. The cibolero 
did not seem in haste to gratify their curiosity ; but, 
after a few minutes, he astonished them all, by fling- 
ing the gruya into the air, and suffering it to fly off. 
The bird rose majestically upward, and then, drawing 

in its long neck, was seen winging its way toward 

the lower end of the valley. 

It was observed that before parting with the hird 
Carlos had plucked from its shoulders the long 
gossamer-like feathers that distinguish the heron 
species. These he was tying into a plume. 

Having accomplished this, he put spurs to his 
horse, and, galloping up to the front of the stand, he 
bent gracefully forward, and deposited tbe trophy at 

the feet of Catalina de Cruces ! 

A murmur of surprise ran through the crowd, and 
sharp censure followed fast. What ! a cibolero, — a 
poor devil, of whom nothing was known, aspire to 
the smiles of a rico’s daughter? It was not a compli- 
ment. It was an insult ! Presumption intolerable ! 

And these critiques were not confined to the 
senoras and senoritas, The poblanas and rancheras 

were as bitter as they. These felt themselves slighted 
■ — passed by — regularly jilted — by one of their own 
class. Catalina de Cruces, indeed ! 

Catalina — her situation was pleasant, yet painful 
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A fresh bout at the monte table. Then there was an 
evening procession of the Saint of the day (John), 
whoso image, set upon a platform, was carried about 
the town, until the five or six fellows who bore the 
load were seen to perspire freely under its weight. 

The Saint himself was a curiosity. A largo wax 

and plaster doll, dressed in faded silk that had once 
been yellow, and stuck all over with feathers and 

tinsel. A Catholic image Indianized, for the Mexican 
divinities ?,re as much Indian as Roman. lie ap- 
peared „ cd of the business, as, tho joinings between 

head and neck having partially given way, tho 
former drooped over and nodded to the crowd as the 

image was moved along. This nodding, however, 
which would have been laughed at as supremely ridi- 
culous in any other than a priest-ridden country, was 
here regarded in a different light. The padres did 
not fail to put their interpretation upon it, pointing 
it out to their devout followers as a mark of conde* 
scension on tlie part of the Saint, who, in thus bowing 
to the crowd, was expressing his approbation of their 
proceedings. It was, in fact, a regular miracle. So 
alleged both padres and cura, and who was there to 
contradict them ? It would have been a dangerous 
matter to have said nay. In San Ildefonso no man 
dared to disbelieve the word of the Church. The 
tniraclo worked well. The religious enthusiasm 
coiled up ; and when Sfc. John was returned to his 
niche, and the little ‘ cofre * placed in front of him, 
many a ‘ peseta,’ ‘ real/ and ‘ cuartillo/ wer9 dropped 
in, which would otherwise have been deposited that 

uight in the monte bank. 

Nodding Saints and ‘winking Madonnas* are by 
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no means a novel contrivance of the Holy Church, 

The padres of its Mexican branch have had their 
wonderful saints too ; and even in the almost terra 
ignota of New Mexico can be found a few of them that 
have performed as smart miracles as any recorded in 
the whole jugglery of the race. 

A pyrotechnic display followed — and no mean ex - 
hibition of the sort neither — for in this i art ’ the New 
Mexicans are adepts. A fondness for ‘ fireworks 5 is a 

singular but sure characteristic of a declining nation. 

Give me the statistics of pyrotechnic powder burnt 
by a people, and I shall tell you the standard mea- 
sure of tlieir souls and bodies. If the figure be a 

maximum, then the physical and moral measure will 

be the minimum, for the ratio is inverse. 

I stood in the Place de Concorde, and saw a whole 
nation — its rich and its poor — gazing on one of these 
pitiful spectacles, got up for the purpose of duping 
them into contentment. It was the price paid them 

for parting with their liberty, as a child parts with 

a valuable gem for a few sugar-plums. They were 
gazing with a delight that seemed enthusiasm! I 
looked upon scrubby, stunted forms, a foot shorter 

than were their ancestors. I looked upon eyes that 

gleamed with demoralized thought. 

These were the representatives of a once great 
people, and who still deem themselves the first of 
mankind. I felt sure that this was an illusion. The 
pyro-spectacle and its reception convinced me that I 
saw before me a people who had passed the culminat- 
ing point of their greatness, and were now gliding 
rapidly down the declining slope that leads to anni- 
hilation and nothingness. 
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iaere are only two places where travellers can effect 
it in safety ! The clanger springs from the want of 
water, for there are spots of grass in abundance ; but 
even on the well-known routes there are, at certain 
seasons, stretches of sixty and eighty miles where 
not a drop of water is to be procured ! 

In earlier times one of these routes was known as 
the 4 Spanish Trail,’ from Santa Fe to San Antonio 
de Bexar, of Texas ; and lest travellers should lose 
their way, several points were marked wdth * palos, 
nr stakes. Hence the name it has received. 

The Llano Estacado is now rarely travelled, ex 
cept by the ciboleros, or Mexican buffak>-hunters , and 

Comancheros,’ or Indian traders. Parties of these 
cross it from the settlements of New Mexico, for the 
purpose of hunting the buffalo, and trafficking with 
the Indian tribes that roam over the plains to the 
east. Neither the hunt nor the traffic is of any great 
importance, but it satisfies a singular race of men, 
whom chance or inclination has led to the adopting 
it as a means of subsistence. 

These men are to the Mexican frontier pretty much 
what the hunter and backwoodsman are upon the 
borders of the Anglo-American settlements. They 
are, however, in many respects different from the 
latter — in arms and equipments, modes of hunting, 

and otherwise. 

The outfit of a eibolero, who is usually also a cou- 
reur de hois , is very simple. For hunting, he id 
mounted on a tolerable — sometimes a fine —horse 

■ 

sir d armed with a bow and arrows, a hunting-knife, 
and a long lance. Of fire-arms he knows and cares 

nothing — though there are exceptional cases A lazo 
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is an important part of his equipment. For trading; 
his stock of goods is very limited — often not costing 

r 

him twenty dollars ! A few bags of coarse bread (an 
article of food which the prairie Indians are fond 
of), a sack of ‘ pinole some baubles for Indian orna- 
ment, some coarse serapes, and pieces of high-co 

loured woollen stuffs, woven at heme : these consth 

tute his ‘invoice/ Hardware goods he does noV 

furnish to any great extent. These stand him too 
high in his own market, as they reach it only after 

long carriage and scandalous imposts. Fire-arms he 
has nothing to do with : such prairie Indians as use 
these are furnished from the eastern side ; but many 
Spanish pieces — fusils and escopettes — have got into 
the hands of the Comanches through their forays 

upon the Mexican towns of the south. 

In return for his outlay and perilous journey, the 
cibolero carries back dried buffalo-flesh and hides — 

some the produce of his own hunting, some procured 

by barter from the Indians. 

Horses, mules, and asses, are also articles of ex- 
change. Of these the prairie Indians possess vast 

herds — some individuals owning hundreds ; and most 
of them with Mexican brands ! In other words, they 
have been stolen from the towns of the Lower Rio 

Grande, to bo sold to the towns of the Upper Rio 
Grande, and the trade is deemed perfectly legiti- 
mate, — at least, there is no help for it as the case 

stands. 

The cibolero goes forth on the plains with a rare 

escort. Sometimes a large number of these men, 
taking their wives and families with them, travel 

together just like a tribe of wild Indians. Generally, 
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calzoneros, had all been put off, and others of a 
coarser kind were now worn in their place. 

This was an important expedition for Carlos. II* 

carried with him the largest freight he had ever taken 

upon the prairies. Besides the three carre tas with 
four oxen each, the atajo consisted of five pack-mulee, 

all loaded with merchandise — the carretas with bread. 

pinole, Spanish beans, Chile peppers ; and the packs 
were made up of serape blankets, coarse woollen 
cloth, and a few showy trinkets, as also some Spanish 
knives, with their pointed triangular blades. It was 
his bold luck on the day of the fiesta that had enabled 
him to provide such a stock. In addition to his own 

original onza and the two he had won, the young 
ranchero, Don Juan, had insisted upon his accepting 
the loan of five others towards an outfit for this ex- 
pedition. 

The little troop, having safely forded the Pecos, 
headed towards the ‘ ceja ’ of the Llano Estacado, 

that was not far distant from the crossing of Bosque 
Bedondo. A sloping ravine brought them to the top 

of the * mesa,’ where a firm level road lay before them 
■ — a smooth plain without break or bush to guide them 
on their course. 
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Hud Colorado. But the plains around tnese rivers 
were at this time in undisputed possession of the 
powerful tribe of Comanches, and their allies, the 

Kiawas, Lipans, and Tonkewas, Hence, these Indians, 

uninterrupted in their pursuit of the buffalo, had 

rendered the latter wild and difficult of approach, and 
had also thinned their numbers. On the waters ol 
ike Bed Biver the case was different. This was 

hostile ground. The Wacoes, Panes, Osages, and 
bands from the Cherokee, Kickapoo, and other nations 

to the east, occasionally hunted there, and sanguinary 

conflicts occurred among them ; so that one party or 
another often lost their season’s hunt by the necessity 
of keeping out of each other’s range ; and the game 
was thus left undisturbed. It is a well-known fact 
that in a neutral or * hostile ground ’ the buffalo, as 
well as other game, are found in greatest abundance, 
and are there more easily approached than elsewhere. 

With a knowledge of these facts, Carlos the cibo- 

lero had determined to risk an expedition to the Bed 
River, whose head-waters have their source in the 
eastern ‘ ceja ’ of the Llano Estacado, and not in tho 
Rocky Mountains as laid down upon maps, 

Carlos was well armed for hunting the buffalo — 

was the half-blood Antonio — and two of the three 
peons were also experienced hunters. Their arms 
consisted of the bow and lance, both weapons being 
preferable to fire-arms for buffalo-hunting. In one of 

the carretas, however, might be seen a weapon oi 

another kind — a long brown American rifle. This 
Carlos kept for other and higher game, and he well 
knew how to use it. But how came such a weapon 
into the hands of a Mexican cibolero ? Kemembe* 
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doubt they will trade with us. But where are they ? 

This question was drawn forth by the cibolero ob- 
serving that not a creature was to be seen about the 

lodges, — neither man, woman, child, nor animal I 
And yet it could not bo a deserted camp. Indians 
would not abandon such lodges as these — at least they 
would not leave behind the fine robes that covered 
them ! No, the owners must be near ; no doubt, 

among the neighbouring hills, in pursuit of the buffalo 

The cibolero guessed aright. As he and his com- 
panion stood looking down upon the encampment, a 
loud shouting roached their ears, and the next mo- 
ment a body of several hundred horsemen was seen 

approaching over a swell of the prairie. They weare 

riding slowly, but their panting foaming horses 

showed that they had just left off harder work. 
Presently another band, still more numerous, ap- 
peared in the rear. These were horses and mules 
laden with huge brown masses, the buffalo-meat 

packed up in tlio shaggy hides. This train was con- 
ducted by the women and boys, and followed by 
troops of dogs and screaming children. 

As they came toward the encampment from an 
opposite direction, Carlos and his companion were 
not for a while seen. 

The Indians, however, had not been long among 
the lodges before the quick eye of one caught sight of 
their two heads above the ridge. A warning cry was 
uttered, and in a moment every one of the dismounted 
hunters was back in his saddle and ready for action. 
■ One or two galloped off towards the meat-train, whicn 

had not yet come in^p camp, while others rode to and 
fro, exhibiting symptoms of alarm . 
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This brought him to himself. He placed his ear 
to the ground and listened. Another snort louder 

than the first came from the muiada — another — and 
another — quick in succession ! 

‘ What can it mean ? Coyotes ? or, perhaps, a bear r 
I shall wake my master/ said Antonio to himself. 

Stealing gently to the side of Carlos, the half-blood 

shook the sleeper by the arm. A slight shake was 

enough, for in an instant the cibolero was upon hia 
feet and handling his rifle. He always resorted tc 

this weapon in cases of danger, such as a hostile 
attack by Indians, using his bow only in the chase. 

After a word or two had passed between Carlos 

and Antonio the three peons were awaked, and all 

five stood to their arms. The little party remained 
m the midst of the carre tas, which had been drawn 
up so as to form a small triangular corral. The high 
boxes of these would be an excellent protection 
against arrows ; and, as there was no fire in the camp 
to make a light, they could not be seen from without. 
The camp, moreover, was shadowed by the thick 

foliage of the mulberries, which rendered it still 
more obscure ; while its occupants commanded a 

view of the prairie in front. But for the wood 
copses which stood at intervals, they could have seen 
the whole ground both up and down the valley and 

along its sides. These copses, however, might have 

concealed any number of foes. 

The hunters remained silent, listening intently. 
At one time they fancied they could see a dark form 
crouching along the ground in the direction of the 
muiada, that was picketed not a hundred yards off. 

The light, however, was so uncertain, not one of fch* 

f 2 
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* An estampeda ! 9 said the cibolero, in a husky 

voice; £ my poor nudes — all gone — every one cf 
them ! A curse upon Indian duplicity ! 9 

Carlos had not the slightest doubt but that the 
marauders were the Wacoes — the very same from 
whom he had purchased the mules. He knew that 
such an occurrence was by no means rare — that 
oftentimes the traders are robbed in this way; and 
not unusual is it for them to purchase a second time 
the very animals thus carried off, and from the same 
Indians who have stolen them ! 

‘ A curse upon Indian duplicity ! 9 he repeated with 

indignant emphasis. ‘ o wonder they were so free 
and generous in their barter ! It was but a plot on 
the part of the cowardly thieves to take from me my 
whole cargo, without daring to do so openly. Carajo J 
I am lost ! 9 

This last phrase was uttered in a tone that partook 
equally of anger and grief. 

The cibolero was certainly placed in an unpleasant 
situation. All his hopes — lately running so high — 
were crushed in a single moment. His whole pro- 
perty taken from him — the object of his enterprise 
lost — his long, perilous, and painful journey ings made 
for nothing. He should return empty-handed, poorer 
than when he set out — for his own five pack-mules 
were gone among the rest. The oxen, and his faith- 
ful steed, tied to the carre t as, alone remained. These 

would scarce serve to carry provision for himself and 

party on their journey home ; no cargo — not a bale 
of hides — not a * bulta 9 of meat more than would be 

tequired for their own food ! 

These reflections all passed through the mind of 
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?n fact, that no expedition of Spanish soldiery could 
penetrate to the place, even if they had the will ; but 
to fancy Vizcarra and E obi ado sending one on his 

account ! No, no ; there was no hope of his obtain 

mg satisfaction. He was cruelly robbed, and he 
knew that he must endure it ; but what a blighted 
prospect was before him ! 

As soon as day broke he would go to the Waco 

camp — he would boldly upbraid them for their trea- 
chery. But what purpose would that serve ? Be- 
sides, would he find them still there ? No ; most 
likely they were moving off to some other part at the 

time they had planned the robbery ! 

Several times during the night a wild idea occurred 
to him. If he could not have indemnity he might 
obtain revenge. The Wacoes were not without ene- 
mies. Several bordering tribes were at Avar with 

them ; and Carlos knew they had a powerful foe in 
the Panes. 

‘My fortune is bitter,’ thought Carlos; ‘but re- 
venge is sweet ! What if I seek the Pane, — tell him 
my intention, — offer him my lance, my bow, and my 
true rifle ? I bave never met the Pane. I know him 
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was still the Wacoes that had done it. They had 

adopted the Pan 4 whistle to deceive him ! A party 
of them might easily be a foot— it was not such a 
ili stance to their camp, — besides, after the estampeda 

they had gone in that very direction ! 

No donbt, should he go there on the morrow, they 
would tell him that Panes were in the neighbourhood, 
that it was they who had stolen his mules — the mules 
of course he would not see, as these would be safely 

concealed among the hills. 

4 No, Antonio,’ he said, after making these reflec- 
tions, ‘ our enemies are the Wacoes themselves.’ 

£ Master,’ replied Antonio, 4 1 hope not.’ 

4 I hope not, too, camarado. I had taken a fancy 
to our friends of but yesterday : I should be sorry to 

find them our foes — but I fear it is even so.’ 

With all, Carlos was not confident; and now that 
he reflected, another circumstance came to liis mind 
in favour of the Wacoes. His companions had also 
noted it. 

That circumstance was the running of the buffa- 
loes observed during the past few days. The gangs 
had passed from the north, going southward ; and 

their excited manner was almost a proof that they 
were pressed by a paiiy of hunters. The Wacoes 

were all this time hunting to the south of the cibo- 
lero’s camp ! This would seem to indicate that some 
other Indians were upon the north. AVhat more likely 
Lhan a band of Panes ? 

Again Carlos reproached himself for his too hasty 
suspicions of his new friends. His mind was filled 
with doubts. Perhaps these would be resolved by 
the ligut of the morning. 
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' As soon cs (lay should arrive, ho had resolved to 
go to the Waco camp, and satisfy himself, cr at all 

events openly make his inquiries. 

* * * * K 

The first streaks of daylight were just falling upon 
the prairie, when the quick keen eye of the half-blood, 
ranging the ground in every direction, was arrested 
by the appearance of something odd upon the grass. 
It lay near the spot where the mulada had been 
picketed. It wa3 a darkish object in a recumbent 
position. Was it bushes or gorse ? No. It could 
not be that. Its outlines were different. It was more 

like some animal lying down— perhaps a large wolf ? 
It was near the place where they had fancied that 
they saw something in the darkness, and at which 
Carlos had fired. 

Antonio, on first perceiving the object, called his 
master’s attention to it, and both now gazed over the 
box of the carreta, scanning it as well as the grey 
light would permit them. 

As this became brighter, the object was seen more 
distinctly, while at each moment the curiosity of the 
ciboleros increased. They would have long since 
gone out to examine it more closely ; but they were 
not yet free from apprehensions of a second attack 

from the Indians ; and they prudently remained 

within the corral. 

At length, however, they could forego an examina- 
tion no longer. They had formed their suspicion of 
what the object was ; and Carlos and Antonio climbed 
over the carretas, and proceeded towards it. 

On arriving at the ^ it they were not so much 
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(JHAPTEB XV 

The dead Indian was a Pane beyond doubt. The 

tonsure of his hair, the cut of his moccasins, his war 
paint, enabled Carlos to tell this. 

The cibolero Avas glad that he was a Pan6. He 
nad several reasons for being so. First, it gratified 
Him to know that his Waco friends were still true ; 
secondly, that he had punished one of the robbers ; 
and, lastly, the knowledge that they were Panes gave 
him some hope that he might yet recover, by the kelp 
of the Wacoes, some of the stolen mules. 

This was not improbable. As already stated, the 

Wacoes and Panes were sworn foes ; and as soon as 
the former should hear that the latter were in the 
neighbourhood, Carlos felt sure they would go in 
pursuit of them. He would share in this pursuit 
with his little band, and, in the event of the Panes 
being defeated, might get back his mulada. 

His first impulse, therefore, was, to gallop to the 
Waco camp — apprise them of the fact that the Pane 
was on the war-trail, and then join them in search of 
the latter. 

Just then both he and Antonio remembered that 
the Panes had themselves gone in the direction of the 
Waco camp ! It was not two miles distant — they 
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CHAPTER XVI. 

As Carlos approached the spot where the chief had 
been slain he heard the death- wail chanted by a 
chorus of voices. 

On getting still nearer, he perceived a ring of war- 
riors dismounted and standing around a corpso. It 
was that of the fallen chief. Others, fresh from tho 
pursuit, were gathering to the place ; each taking up 
the melancholy dirge as he drew nigh. 

The cibolero alighted, and walked forward to the 

ring. Some regarded him w r ith looks of surprise, 
while others, who knew he had aided them in the 
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warrior claims the trophy ? Let him step forth and 
take it ! ’ 

r 

Here there was another pause, but neither voice 
nor movement answered the challenge. 

The cibolero was silent with the rest. He did not 
comprehend what was said, as the speech was in the 
Waco tongue, and he understood it not. He guessed 
that it related to the fallen chief and his enemies, but 

its exact purport was unknown to him. 

4 Brothers ! ’ again resumed the orator, ( brave men 
are modest and silent about their deeds. None but a 
brave warrior could have done this. We know that 
a brave warrior will avow it. Let him fear not to* 
speak. The AY acoes will be grateful to the warrior 
who has avenged the death of their beloved chief.’ 

Still the silence was unbroken, except by the voice 

of the orator, 

‘ Brother warriors ! 9 he continued, raising his voice 
and speaking in an earnest tone, ‘ I have said that the 

AA'acoes will be grateful for tbis doed. I have a pro* 
posal to make. Hear me ! ’ 

All signified assent by gestures. 

‘ It is our custom/ continued the speaker, ‘ to elect 
our chief from the braves of our tribe. I propose 
that we elect him now and here — here ! on the red 
field where his predecessor has fallen. I propose for 
our chief the warrior icho has done this deed ! 9 And the 
orator pointed to the fallen Panth 

* My voice for the brave who has avenged our 
chief ! ’ cried one. 

‘ And mine ! ' shouted another. 

* Amd mine ! and mine ! and mine ! * exclaimed all 


warriors. 
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thought not at the time that that brave warrior was 
our white brother. But now we know ; and should 
we for that be false to our vow— to our promised 
word? No! — not even in thought; and here, with 
equal solemnity, we again repeat that oath/ 

‘ We repeat it ! ’ echoed around the ring of warriors, 
while each with solemnity of manner placed his hand 
over his heart. 

* White warrior ! * continued the speaker, ‘ our 
premise remains sacred. The honour we offer you 
is the greatest that we can bestow. It has never 

been borne but by a true warrior of the Waco tribe, 

for no impotent descendant of even a favourite chief 
has evci ruled over the braves of our nation. We do 
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not fear to offer this honour to you. We would 

rejoice if you would accept it. Stranger! we will 
bo proud of a white chief when that chief is a warrior 
such as you ! We know you better than you think. 
We have heard of you from our allies the Comanche 
— we have heard of Carlos the Cibolero l 

1 We know you are a great warrior ; and wc know, 
too, that in your own country, among your own 
people, you are nothing. Excuse our freedom, but 
speak we not the truth ? We despise your people, who 
are only tyrants and slaves. All these things have 

our Comanche brothers told us, and much more of 
you We know who you are, then ; we knew you 
when you came amongst us, and were glad to see 
you. We traded with you as a friend. 

‘ We now hail you as a brother, and thus say, — If 
you have no ties that bind you to your ungrateful 
nation, we can offer you one that will not be ungrate- 
ful. Live with us, — be our chief ! ’ 

As the speaker ended, his last words were homo 
like an echo from lip to lip until the} T had gone round 
the full circle of warriors, and then a breathless 
silence ensued. 

Carlos was so taken by surprise that for some mo- 
ments he was unable to make reply, lie was not 

alone surprised bv the singular proposal thus singu- 
larly made to him; but the knowledge which the 
speaker betrayed of his circumstances quite astonished 
him. True, he had traded much among the Coman- 
clies, and was on friendly terms with that tribe, 
some of whom, in times of peace, even visited the 
settlement of San Ildefonso ; but it seemed odd that 
these savages should have noticed the fact- -for foe# 
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it was -that the cibolero was somewhat of an outcast 
among his own people. Just then he had no time to 
reflect upon the singularity of the circumstances, as 
the warriors waited his reply. 

Tic scarcely knew what reply to make. Hopeless 

outcast that he was, for a moment the proposal seemed 
worthy of acceptance. At home 1 e was little better 
than a slave ; here he would be ruler, the lord elect 

of all. 

h 1 1 : 3 Waeoes, though savages by name, were war- 
riors, were men of hearts, human and humane. He 
had proofs of it before him. His mother and sister 
would share his destiny ; but Catalina, — ha ! that 

one thought resolved him ; he reflected no further. 

‘ Generous warriors ! 1 he replied ; ‘ I feel from the 

bottom of my heart a full sense of the honour you 

■ 

have offered to confer upon me. I wish that by words 
] could prove how much I thank you, but I cannot. 

Mv words, therefore, shall be few and frank. It is 

V 7 * 

true that in my own land I am not honoured, — I am 

one of the poorest of its people ; but there is a tie that 
binds me to it — a tie of the heart that calls upon me 
to return. Waeoes, I have spoken ! ’ 

‘ Enough ! ’ said the orator ; ‘ enough, brave stran- 
ger : it is nut for us to inquire into the motives that 
guide your acts. If not our chief, you will remain 

our friend. We have yet a way — a poor one — left us 
to show our gratirude : you have suffered from our 
enemies ; you have lost your property, but that has 
been recovered, and shall be yours again. Further 
we entreat you to remain with us for some days, and 
partake of our rude hospitality. You will stay with 

m? 
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CHAPTER XVIli, 

On the second day after the fiesta there was a small 
dining party at the Presidio. Merely a few bachelor 
friends of the Coniandante — the beaux esprits of the 
place — including the fashionable Echevarria. The 
cnra was among the number, and also the mission 

padres, both of whom enjoyed the convivialities of 

the table equal to any 4 friar of orders grey/ 

The company had gone through the numerous 
courses of a Mexican meal — the 4 puclieros/ * gui- 
sados/ and endless mixtures of 4 chile,’ — and the 
dinner was at that stage when the cloth has been 
carried off, and the wine flows freely, * Canario’ 
and 4 Xeres/ 4 Pedro de Ximenes/ ‘ Madeira/ and 
4 Bordeos/ in bottles of different shapes, stood upon 

the table ; and for those who liked a stronger beve- 
rage there was a flask of golden 4 Catalan/ with 
another of Maraschino. A well-stored cellar was 
that of the Comandante. In addition to his being 
military governor, he was, as already hinted, col- 
lector of the der echos de consume , or custom-house dues. 
Hence he was the recipient of many a little present, 
as now and then a basket of champagne or a dozen 
of Bordeaux. 

His company had got fairly into the wine. The 

»ura had thrown aside his sanctity and become huma» 
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* (this was a lie, and Roblado knew it), * and her 

father * 

‘ Oh, her father , yes ! ’ cried Don Ramon, laughing. 

•Any one could see that he was angry — that was 

natural enough. Ha ! ha ! 1 

c But who is the fellow ? 1 inquired one. 

* A splendid rider,* replied Don Ramon. * The 
Comandante will admit that/ And the free speaker 
looked at Yizcarra with a smile of intelligence. The 
latter frowned at the observation. 

‘ You lost a good sum, did you not ? * inquired the 
cura of Yizcarra. 

c Not to him,* replied the Comandante, * but to 

that vulgar fellow who seems his friend. The worst 

of it is, when one be.ts with these low people there is 
no chance of getting a revanche at some other time. 
One cannot meet them in the ordinary way.* 

1 But who is the fellow ? * again inquired one. 

‘ Who ? Why, a cibolero — that *s all.’ 

‘ True, but is there nothing about his history ? 
He *s a giiero, and that is odd for a native ! Is he a 
Criollo ? He might he a Biscayan.* 

* Neither one nor the other. ’Tis said he *s an 

Americano.* 

‘ Americano ! * 

‘ Not exactly that — his father was ; but the padre 
here can tell all about him.’ 

The priest thus appealed to entertained the com- 
pany with some facts in the history of the cibolero. 

His father had been an Americano, as it was supposed — 

some stray personage who had mysteriously found his 
way to the valley and settled in it long ago. Such 
ins tances we i e rare in the settlements of New Mexico; 
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Caballeros ! ’ said the padre, glancing towards 


V izcarra, * such heretics 


are 


them lie the 


seeds 


of 


dangerous citizens 



In 


revolution 


and 


social disturb 


ance ; and when 


th i s 


is 


on]} 


7 


in the 


c ompany 


giiero 
of those 


at 


home 


> 


he 


is 


seen 


we 


cannot 


watch too 


closely : he has been seen with some of the snspected 
Tagnos, several of whom are in his service.’ 
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♦ 


r 


The 


Coro andante 


J 


with 


his 


friend 


Roblado 


1 


alone 


remained in the room, and continued the conversa 


tion with a fresh glass and cigar 



i 


And 


you 


r eally 


think 




Roblado 


5 


had encouragement 


to 




think 


so 


too 


that 

, else 


the 

he 


fellow 

would 


never have dared to act as he did. 


5 


4 



am 


night 


quite 


sure of it now. That he saw her last 




and 


alone 





am certain. As I approached the 



ouse 



saw 


a 


man 


standing before 


e amn <r 


o 


;ome 


on 


against 

■) inside 


to 


the 


reia 


7 


the 



oars 


? 


as 


if 


+ 


conversing 


and 

with 



Some 


friend 


of 


Don 


Ambrosio 




Ji on ght I 



£ 


As I drew nearer 


I no man. who was muffled in a 



man sra 




1 


walked off 


and 


leaped upon a horse. 


my 


surprise 


on 


recognising 


in 


the 


horse 


the 


Judge 

blac 


stall ion that was yesterday ridden by the cibolero ! 


p 
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far as the garrison was concerned — for no patrol ever 
extended its rounds to so distant a point. Its owner 
evidently trusted to fate, or to the clemency of the 
Apaches — the Indians who usually troubled the 

settlement, — for the house in question was in uo other 

way fortified against them. Perhaps its obscure and 
retired situation contributed to its security. 

It stood somewhat off the road, not near the stream, 
but back under the shadow of the bluff ; in fact, 
almost built against the cliff. 

It was but a poor rancho, like all the others in the 

valley, and, indeed, throughout most parts of Mexico, 
ouilt of large blocks of mud, squared in a mould and 
sun-dried. Many of the better class of such buildings 
showed white fronts, because near at liand gypsum 
was to be bad for the digging. Some of greater pre- 
tension had windows that looked as though they 
were glazed. So they were, but not with glass. The 
shining plates that resembled it were but laminae of 
the aforesaid gypsum, which is used for that purpo? 
in several districts of New Mexico. 

The rancho in question was ornamented neither ' 
with wash nor windows. It stood under the cliff, its 
brown mud walls scarce contrasting with the colour 
of the rock ; and, instead of windows, a pair of dark 
holes, with a few wooden bars across them, gave light 

to the interior. 

This light, however, was only a supplement to that 
which entered by the door, habitually kept open. 

The front of the house was hardly visible from the 
valley road. A traveller would never have noticed 
it, and even the keen eye of an Indian might have 

failed to discover it. The singular fence that sur- 
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told that the hand of care was not absent. 

Beyond the cactus-fence, and built against the cliff, 
was another enclosure — a mere wall of adobe of no 

great height. This was a * corral 1 where cattle were 

kept, and at one corner was a sort of shed or stablo 
of small dimensions. Sometimes half-a-dozen mules 
and double the number of oxen might be seen in that 
corral, and in the stable as fine a horse as ever carried 
saddle. Both were empty now, for the animals that 
usually occupied them were out. Horse, mules, and 
oxen, as well as their owner, were far away upon the 
prairies. 

Their owner was Carlos the cibolero. Such was 

the home of the buffalo- hunter, the home of his aged 
mother and fair sister. Such had been their Lome 

since Carlos w T as a child. 

And yet they were not of the people of the valley 
nor the town. Neither race — Spanish nor Indian— * 
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claimed them. They differed from both as widely as 
either did from the other. It was true what the 
padre hud said. True that they were Americans ; 
that their father and mother had settled in the Talley 
a long time ago ; that no one knew whence they had 
come, except that they had crossed the great plains 
r rom the eastward ; that they were hereticos , and that 
the padres could never succeed in bringing them into 
the fold of the Church; that these would have ex 
pelled, or otherwise punished them, but for the 
interference of the military Comandante ; and 
furthermore, that both were always regarded by tlio 
common people of the settlement with a feeling of 
superstitious dread. Latterly this feeling, concen- 
trated on the mother of Carlos, had taken a new 
shape, and they looked upon her as a hechicera — a 
witch — and crossed themselves devoutly whenever 

she met them. This was not often, for it was rare 
that she made her appearance among the inhabitants 
of the valley. Her presence at the fiesta of San Juai. 
was the act of Carlos, who had been desirous of 
giving a day's amusement to the mother and sister he 

so much loved. 

Their American origin had much to do with the 
isolation in which they live 1. Since a period long 
preceding that time, bitter jealousy existed between 
the Spano-Mexican and Ang) > -American races. Thb 

feeling had been planted bv national animosity, and 
nursed and fomented by priestcraft. Events that 
have since taken place had already cast their shadows 
over the Mexican frontier ; and Florida and Louisiana 
were regarded as but steps in the ladder of American 

aggrandisement ; but the understanding of these 
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matters was of course confined to the more in tell* 
gent ; but all were imbued with the bad passions ol 
international hate. 

The family of the cibolero suffered under tho 
common prejudice, and on that account lived almost 
wholly apart from the inhabitants of the valley. 
What intercourse they had was mostly with the 
native Indian population — the poor Tagnos, who felt 
but little of this anti-American feeling. 

If we enter the rancho of Carlos we shall see tho 
fair-haired Bosita seated upon a pet ate , and engaged 
in weaving rebosos. The piece of mechanism which 
serves her for a loom consists of only a few pieces of 
wood rudely carved. So simple is it that it is hardly 

just to call it a machine. Yet those long bluish 

threads stretched in parallel lines, and vibrating to 
the touch of her nimble fingers, will soon be woven 
into a beautiful scarf to cover the head of some co- 
quettish poblana of the town. None in the valley can 
produce such rebosos as the cibolero’s sister. So 
much as he can beat all the youth in feats of horse- 
manship, so much does she excel in the useful art 

which is her source of subsistence. 

There are but two rooms in the rancho, and that is 
one more than will be found in most of its fellows. 
But the delicate sentiment still exists in the Saxon 

mind. The family of the ciboloro are not yet 
Indianised. 

The kitchen is the larger apartment and tho more 

cheerful, because lighted by tbe open door. In it j^ou 
will see a small ‘ brazero,’ or altar -like fireplace — 
half-a-dozen earthen ‘ oil as,’ shaped like urns — some 
Cpurd.-shell cups and bowls — a tortilla stone, with its 
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with EosiLa ; and when she took up her bandolom 
and accompanied herself with its guitar-like notes, 
the listener would be delighted. 

She was now singing to beguile the hours and 
lighten her task ; and although not accompanied by 
any music, her silvery voice sounded sweet and 
clear. 

The mother had laid aside her pipe of punche , and 
was busy as Eosita herself. She spun the threads 

with which the rebosos were woven. If the loom 
was a simple piece of mechanism, much more so was 
the spinning-machine — the L huso,’ or 1 malacate ’ — 

which was nothing more or less than the ‘ whirligig 
spindle/ Yet with this primitive apparatus did the 
old dame draw out and twist as smooth a thread as 
ever issued from the ‘jenny/ 

‘ Poor dear Carles ! One, two, three, four, five, 
six — six notches I have made — he is just in his sixth 
day. By this time he will be over the Llano, 

mother. I hope he will have good luck, and get well 
treated of the Indians/ 

‘Never fear, nina — my brave boy has his father’s 
rifle, and knows how to use it — well he does. Never 
fear for Carlos ! ’ 

4 But then, mother, he goes in a new direction f 

What if he fall in with a hostile tribe ? J 

‘Never fear, nina ! W T orse enemies than Indians 
has Carlos — worse enemies neaier home — cowardly 
slaves ! they hate us — both Gachupinos and CrioUos 
hate us — Spanish dogs ! they hate our Saxon blood ! * 

‘ Oh, mother, say not so ! They are not all our 
enemies. W r e have some friends/ 

Eosita was think in <r of Don Juan. 
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the lid of an earthen 4 olla 9 that stood over a little 
fire upon the brazero, From the pot proceeded a 

savoury steam ; for it contained a stew of tasajo cut 
into small pieces, and highly seasoned with cebollas 
(Spanish onions) and chili Colorado (red capsicum). 

t Nina, the guisado is cooked,’ said she, after lifting 
a portion of the stew on a wooden spoon, and ex- 
amining it ; £ let us to dinner ! ’ 

‘ Very well, mother,’ replied Bosita, rising from 
her loom ; i I shall make the tortillas at once.’ 

Tortillas are only eaten warm — that is, are fit only 
for eating when warm — or fresh from the ‘ comal . ’ 

They are, therefore, to be baked immediately before 
the meal commences, or during its continuance. 

Bosita set the olla on one side, and placed the 

comal over the coals. Another olla, which contained 
maize —already boiled soft — was brought forward, 
and placed beside the 4 metate,’ or tortilla-stone ; and 
then, by the help of an oblong roller — also of stone— 
a portion of the boiled maize was soon reduced to 
snow-white paste. The metate and roller were now 
laid aside, and the pretty, rose-coloured fingers of 
Bosita were thrust into the paste. The proper quan- 
tity for a 4 tortilla ’ was taken up, first formed into a 

round ball, and then clapped oat between the palms 

until it was onl} T a wafer’s thickness. Nothing re- 
mained but to flinsr it on the hot surface of the comal, 

\ J J 

let it lie but for an instant, then turn it, and in a 

moment more it was ready for eating. 

These operations, which required no ordinary 
adroitness, were performed by Bosita with a skill 
that showed she was a practised * tortillera.’ 

When a sufficient number were piled upon the 
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plate, Rosita desisted from her labour, and her 
mother having already ‘ dished ’ the guisado, both 
commenced their repast, eating without knife, fora, 
or spoon. The tortillas, being still warm, and there- 
fore capable of being twisted into any form, served 
as a substitute for all these contrivances of civilisa- 
tion, which in a Mexican rancho are considered 
/iuperfluous things. 

* * # # * 

Their simple meal was hardly over when a very 
unusual sound fell upon their ears. 

‘ Ho ! what’s that ? 5 cried Rosita, starting to he / 

feet, and listening. 

The sound a second time came pealing through the 

open door and windows. 

‘ I declare it ’s a bugle ! ’ said the girl. ‘ There 

must he soldiers.’ 

She ran first to the door, and then up to the cactus- 
fence. She peered through the interstices of the 

green columns. 

Sure enough there were soldiers. A troop ot 

lancers was inarching by twos down the valley, and 

not far off. Their glittering armour, and the pennons 
of their lances, gave them a gay and attractive ap- 
pearance. As Rosita’s eyes fell upon them, they 
were wheeling into line, halting, as they finished the 
movement, with their front to the rancho, and not a 
hundred paces from the fence. The house was evi- 
dently the object of their coming to a halt. 

What could soldiers want there ? This was Rosita’s 
first reflection. A troop often passed up and down 
the valley, but never came near the rancho, which, 

as already stated, was far from the main road. What 


THE WHITE CrnEF. 




CHAPTEE 



The officer, from his position 




had 



full 


girl 


as 


she 


stood 


in 


the 


little 


enclosure 


view 


of 


of th 


j 




nvers 


She had retreated to the door, and would have gone 


inside 

dojr. 


5 


but she turned to call off Cibolo, n large wolf 


who was barking fiercely 


1 


and 


threaten in 


r 



the 


new-comer. 


The dog 




house 


grow] ing 


obedient 

. but 


to 


her voice 


J 


ran back i r 


by 


no 


means 


satisfied 


vidently wanted to try his teeth on the shanks 
stranger’s horse. 


<0 the 

He 
f th 
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* Cavallero/ replied Rosita, blushing and averting 
her face, * you have not come here to jest with a poor 
girl . May I inquire what is your business ? * 

‘ Business I have none, lovely Rosita, but to see 

you, — nay, do not leave me ! — I have business — that 
is, I am thirsty, and halted for a drink : you will not 
refuse me a cup of water, fair Senorita ? ’ 

These last phrases, broken and hastily delivered, 
were meant to restrain the girl from cutting short the 
interview, which she was about to do by entering the 
nouse. Yizcarra was not thirsty, neither did he wish 
for water ; but the laws of hospitality would compel 
the girl to bring it, and the act might further his 

ourposes. 

She, without replying to his complimentary ha- 
rangue, stepped into the house, and presently returned 
with a gourd- shell filled with water. Carrying it tu 

the gate -like opening of the fences, she presented it 

to him, and stood waiting for the vessel. 

Yizcarra, to make his request look natural, forced 
down several gulps of the fluid, and then, throwing 

away the rest, held out the gourd. The girl stretched 

forth her hand to receive it, but he still held it fast? 
gazing intently and rudely upon her. 
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you will allow me a few minutes’ shelter from the 
hot sun P ’ 

Though annoyed at this request, the girl could 
only reply in the affirmative ; and the next moment, 
with clattering spur and clanking sabre, the Co- 
mandante walked into the rancho. 

Eosita followed him in without a word, and without 

a word he was received by her mother, who, seated 
in the comer, took no notice of his entrance, not 
even by looking up at him. The dog made a circuit 

around him, growling angrily, hut his young mistress 
chided him off; and the brute once more couched 
himself upon a potato, and lay with eyes gleaming 

fiercely at the intruder. 

Once in the house, Vizcarra did not feel easy. He 
saw he was not welcome. Not a word of welcome 

had been uttered by Eosita, and not a sign of it offered 

either by the old woman or the dog. The contrary 
symptoms were unmistakeable, and the grand officer 

felt he was an intruder. 

But Vizcarra was not accustomed to care much for 
the feelings of people like these. He paid but little 
regard to their likes or dislikes, especially where these 
interfered with his pleasures ; and, after lighting his 

cigar, he sat down on a ‘ banqueta,’ with as much 
nonchalance as if ho were in his own quarters. Tie 
smoked some time without breaking silence. 

Meanwhile Eosita had drawn out her loom, and, 
kneeling down in front of it, went on with her work 
as if no stranger were present. 

‘ Oh, indeed ! ’ exclaimed the officer, feigning in- 
terest in the process, ‘how very ingenious! 1 have 

often wished to see this ! a reboso it is 9 Upon my 
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4 Off ! beldame ! off ! ’ cried lie, struggling to es- 
cape : * off I say ; or my sword shall cut short ycur 
wretched life,^off ! — off ! — I say ! ’ 

Still the old woman clutched and screamed, tearing 
wildly at his throat, his epaulettes, or whatever she 
could lay hold of. 

But sharper than her nails were the teeth of the 
great wolf-dog that sprang almost simultaneously 
from his lair, and, seizing the soldier by the limbs, 
caused him to bellow out at the top of his voice, — 

i Without there ! Sergeant Gomez ! Ho ! treason ! 
to the rescue ! to the rescue ! * 

‘ Ay ! dog of a Gachupino ! ’ screamed the old 
woman, — 4 dog of Spanish blood ! you may call youi 

mnidons ! Oh ! that my brave son were 
here, or my husband alive ! If they were, you would 
not carry a drop of your villain blood bey ond the 
threshold you have insulted ! — Go ! — go to your 

poblanas — your margaritas l Go — begone ! * 

* Hell and furies ! This dog — take him off! Ho, 
ihere ! Gomez ! your pistols. Here ! send a bullet 
through him ! Haste ! haste ! ’ 

And battling with his sabre, the valiant Coman- 

dante at length effected a retreat to his horse. 

He was already well tom about the legs, but. 
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The 


first 


without 

through. 


thing 


which 


Kosita 


had 


ceased 




was 


to 


did 

glide 




aft 

forth 


the 


cactus-feu ce. 


She 


had heard 


again 


) 


and 


she wished 


to 


be 


the noise 

and peep 
the bugle 


sure that the intruders 


S 


*vere gone. 
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The girl stooped down, and, passing hei hands 
through his shaggy coat, examined every part oi his 
body and limbs, in fear all the while of meeting with 
the red stain of a bullet. Fortunately the sergeant’s 
aim had not been true. Neither wound nor scratch 
had Cibolo received; and as he sprang around his 
young mistress, he appeared in perfect health and 

spirits. 

A splendid animal he was, — one of those magni- 
ficent sheep-dogs of New Mexico, who, though half- 
wolf themselves, will successfully defend a flock of 
sheep from the attack of wolves, or even of the more 
savage bear. The finest sheep-dogs in the world are 
they, aDd one of the finest of his race was Cibolo. 

His mistress, having ascertained that he was un- 
injured, stepped upon the banqueta, and reached up 
towards a singular-looking object that hung over a 
peg in the wall. The object bore some resemblance 
to a string of ill-formed sausages. But it was not 
that, though it was something quite as good for 
Cibolo, who, by his sparkling eyes and short pleased 
whimpers, showed that he knew what it was. Yes, 

Cibolo had not to be initiated into the mysteries of 
a string of tasajo. Dried buffalo-meat was an old 

and tried favourite ; and the moment it reached his 
jaws, which it did immediately after, he gave proof 
of this by the earnest manner in which he set to 
work upon it. 

The pretty Rosita, still a little apprehensive, once 

more peeped through the cactus-fence to assure her- 
self that no one was near. 

But this time some one was near, and the sight 
did not cause her any fear, — quite the contrary. 
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Rosit a 


now gave 


an 


account 


of the Coman dan te 


* 



visit 


9 


how he 


had 


called to 



O' 

iD 


ht 


his 


cigar and 






a drink of water ; how he had entered the house and 
been attacked by Cibolo, which caused the precipitate 


retreat 


to 


his 


horse 


y 


and 


his 


hasty 


departure 
about the 


fro 




L 


most 


the place. She was silent, howevei 
important particulars. She said nothing of the insult 


mg 


speeches which Yizcarra 


had 


made 


nothing 


of 


the kiss. She feared the effect of such a communica 


tion 


on 


Don 


Juan. 


She 


knew 


her 


lover 


was 


of 



hot rash disposition. He would not hear these things 


quietly ; he would involve himself in some trouble 
on her 


account 


and 


these 


considerations prompted 


her to conceal the cause 


that 


had led to the 


i 


scene. 


She 




therefore, disclosed 


only 


the 


more ludicrous 


effects, at which she laughed heartily. 


Don 

dined 


Juan 


T 


even knowing 


to 


regard 




the 


affair 


only so much 

more seriously. 


> 


wa s 


m 



visit 


from Yizcarra 



drink of water 



<T 

£■ 


lit 


hi 



cigar 


enter 


the 



an cho 


out 
then 
from 


not 


at 


all 


lau 


cr 


all v 
liable 


ery 


s Iran ire 




circumstances 




y 


thought 


Don 


Juan 


+ 


And 


4 



he attacked and tom by the dog 






be driven 


the 


house 


m 


such 



humiliating manner 


in 


presence of his own troop 




too ! 


Yizcarra 


the 



vain 


glorious Yizcarra 


the 


great 


militario of the place 
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CHAPTER XXIV, 

When Vizcarra reached his sumptuous quarters, the 

first thing he did was to call for wine. It was 
brought, and he drank freely and with fierce deter- 
mination . 

He thought by that to drown his chagrin ; and for 

a while he succeeded. 

There is relief in wine, but it is only temporary : 
you may make jealousy drunk and oblivious, but you 
cannot keep it so. It will be sober as soon — ay, 
sooner than yourself. Not all the wine that was 
ever pressed from grapes can drown it into a com- 
plete oblivion. 

Vizcarra’s heart was filled by various passions, 

There was love — that is, such love as a libertine 
feels ; jealousy ; anger at the coarse handling he had 

experienced ; wounded self-love, for with his gold- 

lace and fine plumes lie believed himself a conqueror 
at first sight; and upon the top of all, bitter dis- 
appointment. 

This last was the greater that he did not see how 
his suit could be renewed. To attempt a similar 
visit would lead to similar chagrin, — perhaps worse. 

Jt was plain the girl did not care for him, with 
all his fine feathers and exalted position. Ho saw 
that she was very different from the others with 

whom he had had dealings — different from the dark- 
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k d 




doncellas of the 


all 


* 


would 


ha\ 



taken 


vallex 

his 


* 


most 


of 


whom 




1 



not 


onza without a word or a 


blush ! 

It was 

ran cho . 







lain 


to 



here 




him 

then, 


he 


could 


was 


her? 

the 

her 


He had ascertained 


he 

that 


go 


no 


more 


to 


the 


to 


meet 


her 


to 


SCO 


she 


seldom 


came to 


town 


never 


to 


the 


amusements 


7 


except when 


brother 


was 


at 


was 


he 


to 


seo 


her? 


home 

His 



How 


and 


where 


1 


then 


» 


was 


a 


hopeless 


case 


no 


opportunity of mending his first faux pas 


none, anv 


more than if the object of his pursuit was shut up in 


the cloisters of 



nunnery 


Hopeless 




indeed ! 


r 


Thus 


ran his reflections. 


Though 


utt e rin O* 

o 


this 


phrase 




he 


had 


no belief 


in 


its reality. He had no intention of ending the affair 


so 


easily 



He 


the 


the 


conquest 


of 



lad) 

poor 


killer, vizcarra 

ranchera ! He 


to 

had 


fail 



in 


never 


fail e d 

have 


7 


and 


\\ 


T 


on Id 


not 


now 


urged him far the 




m 


sufficient incentive to his strong passion 


His vanity alone would 

had a 

strong 


the affair 


J 


hut 


he 


fo 


1 


it had now grown 
very difficulty of 



The 


opposition it had 


met 


the 


the 


situation — only stimulated hi 






to greater energy and earnestness. 


Besides, jealousy 


was 


there, and that was 


another 


spur to his excited pride. 

He was jealous of Bon Juan. He had noticed th 



latter 


on 


the 


him in 

He 


the 


day 


f 


) 



the 


fiesta 



He 


saw 


them 
He was jealous 

anticipated 


company 

talkin 


of the cibolero 


had 

and 


observed 


his 


sister 



cr 

O’ 


then 




but 


drinking, feasting together. 

he 


that 


was 


light 


f o r 


still 


his 


own 


easy 


and 


early 


then 


triumph 



That was quiet to the feeling that tortured him now 



now 


that 


he 


h ad 


failed 


now 


that 


he 


had 


seen 
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the very hour 


of hi 



humiliation 


that 


same rival on 


his 


road 


to 


the 


rancho 


welcome 




no 


doubt 


to 




told of all that had 


1 aughter 


happened 


to 


10m 


hei 


m jeering 


at 


his 


expense 


to 


Furies ! the thought 


was intolerable 



For 


all 


that 


the 


Comandante 


had 


no 


idea 


of 


relinquishing 

foul, if not fair 


his 



There were still means — 

. 1L 


design. 

ho could only think of them 


wanted some head cooler than his own. 'Where was 

Eoblado ? 


i 


Sergeant ! 


tell 


Captain 


Eoblado 



wish 


to 


speak 


with him 




Captain Eoblado was just the man to assist him in 


any scheme of the 


sort 



as 


regarded women 






but 


were equally villains 


They 

Yizcarra’s metier was 

und. 


lighter sort — more of the genteel- comedy 
forte lay in the seductive process 



of a 
Ilis 


He 


made 


love 




a 



Don Giovanni, and carried hearts in what he deemed 



leei 


& 


J- 

1L 


imate manner : whereas 


Eoblado 


resorted 


any 
object 


means 


that 


would 


lead 


most 


force 


directly 


to 


j. 



to 

he 


) 


if 


necessary 


and 


safe 


+ 


Of 


the 


tw 



Eoblado was the coarser villain. 


As 


the Comandante had failed in his 


w 


determined 


to 


might 


susnrest 



make 

and 


trial 


of 


any 


other 


a ) T 
his 


was 


since 


the 
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Roblado having arrived 
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My dear colonel, you did not go properly to work 
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frightening the birds into their inaccessible holes 



You should not have gone to the rancho at all. 

* And how was I to see her ? ’ 
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can bo done by night. You have chambers here 
where no one is allowed to enter — some without win* 
dows , if you need them. Who's to be the wiser? 
Pick your men — those you can trust. You don’t re- 
quire a whole troop, and half-a-dozen onzas will tie 
as many tongues. It’s as easy as stealing a shirt* 

It is only stealing a chemisette. Ila ! ha ! ha ! * and 
the ruffian laughed at his coarse simile and coarser 
jcke, in which laugh he was joined by the Coman- 
dante . 

The latter still hesitated to adopt this extreme 
measure. Not from any fineness of feeling. Though 
scarce so rough a villain as his companion, it wa» 
not delicacy of sentiment that restrained him now* 
He had been accustomed all his life to regard with 
heartless indifference the feelings of those he had 
wronged ; and it was not out of any consideration 
for the future happiness or misery of the girl that 
he hesitated now. No, his motive was of a far dif- 
ferent character. Eoblado said true when he ae 
ctfced him of being timid. He was. It was sheer 
cowardice that stayed him. 

Not that he feared any bodily punishment would 
ever reach him for the act. He was too powerful, 
and the relatives of his intended victim too weak, to 

give him any apprehensions on that score. With a 
little policy he could administer death, — death to the 
most innocent of the people, — and give it a show of 
justice. Nothing was more easy than to cause sus- 
picion of treason, incarcerate, and slay — and particu- 
larly at that time, when both Pueblo revolt and Creole 
revolution threatened the Spanish rule in America. 

What Yizcarra feared was * talk.’ Such an open 
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rape could not well be kept secret for long. It would 
leak out, and once out it was too piquant a piece of 

scandal not to have broad fame : all the town would 
soon enjoy it. But there was a still more unpleasant 
probability. It might travel beyond the confines of 
the settlement, perhaps to high quarters, even to the 
Viceregal ear! There find we the socret of the Co* 

mandante’s fears. 

Not indeed that the Viceregal court at the time 
was a model of morality. It would have heen lenient 

enough to any act of despotism or debauchery done 
in a quiet way ; but such an open act of rapine as 
that contemplated, on the score of policy, could hardly 

be overlooked. In truth, Vizcarra’s prudence had 
reason. He could not believe that it would be pos- 
sible to keep the thing a secret. Some of the rascals 
employed might in the end prove traitors. True, 
they would be liis own soldiers, and he might punish 
them for it at his will, hut what satisfaction would 
that give him ? It would be locking the stable after 
the steed had been stolen ! 

Even without their playing him false, how could 
he hope to keep the affair concealed? First, there 

was an angry brother. True, he was out of the way ; 
but there was a jealous lover on the ground, and the 
brother would return in time. The very act of the 

rape would point to him, Vizcarra. His visit, the 
attempt of the * alcahuete/ and the carrying off of the 
girl , would all be pieced together, and put down to 
his credit ; and the brother — such a ono — and such a 

lover too— would not be silent with their suspicions. 

He might take measures to get rid of both, but these 
measures must needs be violent and dangerous* 
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Circumstances were arising that would be likely to 
interrupt the Comandanto and his captain in the 

execution of their design. At least so it might have 
been supposed. In less than twenty-four hours after 
the conversation described, a rumour of Indian in- 
cursions was carried to the town, and spread through 
every house in the valley. The rumour said that a 
baud of ‘ Indios bravos/ — whether Aoaclie, Yuta, or 
Comanche, was not stated, — had made their appear- 
ance near the settlement, in full war-paint and costume ! 

This of course denoted hostile intentions, and an 
attack might he expected in some part of the settle- 
ment. The first rumour was followed by one still 

more substantial, — that the Indians had attacked 
some shepherds c n the upper plain, not far from the 
town itself. The shepherds had escaped, but their 
dogs had been killed, and a large number of sheep 
driven off to the mountain fastnesses of tne ma- 
rauders ! 

This time the report was more definite. The 
Indians were Yutas, and belorged to a band of that 


THE WHITE CHrEF 


tribe tliat liad been hunting to the east of the Pecos* 
and who had no doubt resolved upon this plundering 
expedition before re turning to their homo near the 

heads of the Del Norte. The shepherds Lad seen 

ihem distinctly, and knew the Yutapaiat, 

That the Indians were Yutas was probable enough. 

The same tribe had lately made a foray upon tho 
settlements in the tine valley of Taos. They had 
neard of the prosperous condition of San Ildefonso, 
and hence their hostile visit. Besides, both Apaches 
and Comanches were en paz with the settlement, and 

had for some years confined themselves to ravaging 

the provinces of Coahuila and Chihuahua. No pro- 
vocation had been given to these tribes to recom- 
mence hostilities, nor had they given any signs of 
such an intention. 

Upon the night of the same day in which the sheep 
were carried olf, a more important robbery was com- 
mitted. That took place in the settlement itself. A 
large number of cattle were driven off from a grazing- 
farm near the lower end of the valley. The Indians 
had been seen in the act, but the frightened vaqueros 
were but too glad to escape, and shut themselves up 
in the buildings of the farm. 

No murders had as yet been committed, but that 
was because no resistance had been made to the spo- 
liations. Nor had any bouses been yet attacked. 
Perhaps the Indians were only a small band ; but 
there was nc knowing how soon their numbers might 
be increased, and greater outrages attempted. 

The people of the valley, as well as those in the 
town, were now in a state of excitement. Cons tor- 
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cavalcade, dusty and wayworn, was seen moving 
along the same road, and heading towards the settle- 
ments. It could hardly be termed a cavalcade, as it 
consisted of an atajo of pack-mules, with some carre tas 
drawn by oxen. One man only was on horseback, 
who, by his dress and manner, could be recognised 
as the owner of the atajo. 

Despite the fatigue of a long march, despite the 
coating of dust which covered both horse and rider, 
it was not difficult to tell who the horseman was. 

Carlos the cibolero ! 

Thus far had he reached on his homeward way. 
Another stretch of fh r e miles along the dusty road, 
and li > would halt befor the door of his humble 
rancho. Another hour, and his aged mother, liis 
fond sister, would fling themselves into his arms, and 
receive his affectionate embrace ! 

AY hat a surprise it would be ! They would not oe 
expecting him for weeks — long weeks. 

And what a surprise he had for them in another 
way ! His wonderful luck ! " The superb mulada and 
cargo, — quite a little fortune indeed ! Eosita should 
have a new dress, — not a coarse woollen nagua, bu+ 
one of silk, real foreign silk, and a manta, and tho 
prettiest pair of satin slippers — she should wear fine 
stockings on future fiesta days — she should be worthy 
of liis friend Don Juan. His old mother, too — she 
should drink tea, coffee, or chocolate, which she pre- 
ferred — no more at ole for her ! 

The rancho was rude and old — it should come 
down, and another and better one go up in its place 

— no — it would serve as a stable for the horse, and 
the new rancho should be built beside it. Id fact. 
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the sale of liis mulatla would enable him to buy a good 
Btrip of land, and stock it well too. 

What was to hinder him to turn ran eke ro, and 
farm or graze on his own account ? It would be far 

more respectable, and would give him a higher stand- 
ing in the settlement. Nothing to hinder him. He 
would do so ; but first one more journey to the plains 
— one more visit to his Waco friends, who had pro- 
mised him Ha! it was this very promise that 

was the keystone of all his hopes. 

The silk dress for Eosita, the luxuries for his old 
mother, the new house, die farm, were all pleasant 
dreams to Carlos ; but he indulged a dream of a still 

pleasanter nature — a dream that eclipsed them all ; 

and his hopes of its realisation lay in that one more 
visit to the country of the Wacoes. 

Carlos believed that his poverty alone was the 
barrier that separated him from Catalina. He knew 
that her father was not, properly speaking, one of the 

* rici/ class. True, he was a rico now : but only a 
few years ago he had been a poor ‘ gambucino’— 
poor as Carlos himself. In fact, they had once been 
nearer neighbours; and in his earlier days Don 
Ambrosio had esteemed the hoy Carlos fit company 
for the little Catalina. 

What objection, then, could he have to the cibolero 

— provided the latter could match him in fortune? 

1 Certainly none,’ thought Carlos. ‘ If I can prove to 

him that I, too, am a “ rico,” he will consent to my 

marrying Catalina. And why not? The blood in 
my veins — so says my mother — is as good as that of 
any hidalgo* And, if the Wacoe3 have told me the 
truth, one more journey and Carlos the cibolero wili 
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2s ow that he was close to his 


home 
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visions grew brighter 


and 
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these pleasant 


nearer 
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and 
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What 


of 


the 



the 


cibolero was radiant with joy 
fearful change was soon to pass over it ! 
Several times he thought of spurring on in advance 
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Don Juan s face v/ore a look as wretched as Ms 
own. It gave Mm no hope; and it was almost me 
chanically the words escaped his lips, — 

‘ My mother ? my sister ? , 

‘ Your mother is at my house,’ replied Don Juan. 

* And Rosita ? ’ 

Don Juan made no reply — the tears were rolling 

down his cheeks. 

‘ Come, man! ' said Carlos, seeing the other in as 
much need of consolation as himself; ‘ out with it— 
let me know the worst ! Is she dead r ’ 

‘ No, — no, — no ! — I hope not dead f 1 

* Carried oft f * 
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‘ My mother ! What of her ? 1 

* She is safe. She met the savages in the doorway; 
was knocked senseless by a blow, and saw no more.’ 

4 But Rosita ? 9 

* No one saw her; but certainly sho was take© 
away by the Indians.’ 

4 You are sure they were Indians , Don Juan ? * 

1 Sure of it. They attacked my house almost at 

the same time. They had previously driven off my" 
cattle, and for that, one of my people was on the- 

look-out. He saw them approach ; and, before they 
got near, we were snut up and ready to defend our- 
selves. Finding this, they soon went off. Fearing 
tor your people, I stole out as soon as they were 
gone, and came here. When I arrived the roof was- 

blazing, and your mother lying senseless in the door- 
way. Rosita was gone ! Madre de Dios ! she wa» 
gone ! ’ 

And the young ranchero wept afresh. 

‘ Don Juan ! * said Carlos, in a firm voice ; ‘ yon 
have been a friend — a brother — to me and mine. I 
know you suffer as much as 3 do. Let there be no 
tears ! See ! mine are dried up ! I weep no more — - 

perhaps sleep not — till Rosita is rescued or revenged. 
Let us to business, then ! Tell me all that is known 
about these Indians — and quick, Don Juan! I have 
a keen appetite for your news ! * 

The ranchero detailed the various rumours that 
had been afloat for the three or four days preceding 
—as well as the actual occurrences, — howtlio Indians 

had been first seen upon the upper plain ; their en- 
counter with the shepherds and the driving off of tho< 
sheep; their appearance in the valley, and their raid 
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ing; we thought he had been killed cr carried oft; 
but at midday my people found him by the rancho 
here, covered with mud, and bleeding where he had 
received the prick of a spear. We think the Indiana 
*nust have taken him along, and that he escaped from 
them on the road.* 

‘It is strange enough — Oh! my poor Kosita! — - 
poor lost sister ! — where art thou at this moment ? — 
where? — where? — Shall I ever see you again: — My 

God ! my God ! * 

And Carlos once more sunk back into his attitude 

of despair. 

Then suddenly springing to his feet, with clenched; 
fist and flashing eyes, he cried out, — 

‘ Wide though the prairie plains, and faint the trail 
of these dastardly robbers, yet keen is the eye or 
Carlos the cibolero ! I shall find thee yet — I shall 
find thee, though it cost me the search of a life. Fear 
not, Eosita ! fear not, sweet sister ! I come to your 
rescue ! If thou art wronged, woe, wee, to the tribe 
that has done it! 1 Then turning to Don Juan, he 
continued, — ‘ The night is on — we can do notning 
to-night. Don Juan ! — friend, brother ! — bring mo to 

her — to my mother. 1 

There is a wild poetry in the language of grief- 

and there was poetry in the words of the cibolero ; 
but these bursts of poetic utterance were brief, and 
he again returned to the serious reality of his situa- 
tion. Every circumstance that could aid him in his 

purposed pursuit was considered and arranged in a 
sober and practical manner. His arms and accoutre* 
ments, his horse, all were cared for, so as to bo ready 
by the earliest hour of light. His servants, and those 


k 


b 









The Cibolero sat silent, and in deep thought. Hs 
was busied with plans and conjectures — conjectures 
as to what tribe of Indians the marauders could be- 
long to. Apaches or Comanches they were not. IIq 
had met parties of both on his return. They treated 
him in a friendly manner, and they said nothing of 

hostilities against the people of San Ildefonso. Be- 
sides, no bands of these would have been in such 
small force as the late robbers evidently were. Carlos 
wished it had been they. He knew that in such a 
case, when it was known that the captive was his 
sister, she would be restored to him. But no ; they 
had nothing to do with it. Who then ? — the Yutas ? 
Such was the belief among the people of the valley, 
as he had been told by Don Juan. If so, there was 

still a hope — Carlos had traded with a branch of this 
powerful and warlike tribe. lie was also on friendly 
terms w T ith some of its chiefs, though these were now 
at war with the more northern settlements. 

But the Jicarillas still returned to his mind. These 

were Indians of a cowardly, brutal disposition, and 
his mortal foes. They would have scalped him on 
sight. If his sister was their captive, her lot was 
hard indeed ; and the very thought of such a fate 
caused the cibolero to start up with a shudder, 

and clench his hands in a convulsive effort of 

passion. 

* * * * * 
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and entered the plain through which runs the Pecos, 
They were about approaching that stream in a direct 
line, and were still two miles from its banks, when 
the dog Cibolo, who had been trotting in advance ol 

the party, suddenly turned to tho left, and ran on in 

that direction. The keen cyo of Carlos detected a 
new trail upon which the dog wa s running, and which 
parted from the track of the troopers. It ran in a 

direction due north. 

Wh-rt appealed singular both to Carlos and Don 
Juan «'as the fact of Cibolo having taken this new 
route, as it was not marked by a road or path of any 
kind, but merely by tho footjnrints of some animals 
that had lately passed over it ! 

Had Cibolo gone that way before ? 

Carlos dismounted to examine the tracks. 

4 Four horses and one mule ! * he said, speaking to 
Don Juan. * Two of the horses shod on the fore feet 
only ; the other two, with the mule, barefoot. All of 

them mounted — the mule led — perhaps with a pack. 
No ! ’ he added, after a little further examination, 
4 it’s not a pack-mule ! * 

It scarce cost tho cibolero five minutes to arrive at 

these conclusions. How ho did so was a mystery to 
most of his companions, — perhaps to all, except tho 

half-blood, Antonio, And yet he was right in every 

particular. 

He continued to scrutinise tho new trail for some 

moments longer. 

‘ The time co rrespon d s , ’ said he, still addressing 
Don Juan. ‘They passed yesterday morning before 
the dew was dry. You are sure it was not midnight 

when they left vour house ? * 
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‘ Quite sure,’ replied the rancliero. ‘ It was stiil 
only midnight when I returned with your mother 
from the rancho. I am quite sure of that.’ 

‘ One more question, Don Juan : How many 
Indians, think you, were in the party that made 

their appearance at your house — few or many ? ’ 

* Not many I think. Two or three only could be 
heard yelling at once ; but the trees prevented us 
from seeing them. I fancy, from their traces left, 
that the band was a very small one. It migiit be the 
same that burned the rancho. They could have 
arrived at my house afterwards. There was time 
enough.’ 

‘ I have reason to believe they were the same,’ said 
fJarlos, still bending over the hoof-prints, ‘and this 

may be their trail. ’ 

‘ Think you so ? ’ inquired Don Juan. 

‘ I do. — See — there ! Is this not strange P ’ 

The speaker pointed to the dog, who, meanwhile, 

had returned to the spot, and stood whimpering, and 
showing an evident desire to proceed by the trace 
newly discovered ! 

‘ Very strange,’ replied Don Juan. * He must have 
travelled it before ! ’ 

‘ Perhaps so,’ said Carlos. 1 But it will not spoil 
by an hour’s keeping. Let us first see where these 
valiant troopers have been to. I want to know that 

before I leave this main path. Let us on, and 

briskly ! ’ 

All spurred their animals into a gentle gallop ihe 
eibolero leading as before. As before, also, his eyew 
ewept the ground on both sides in search of any trail 

that might diverge from that on which they travelled. 
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lie had evidently not decided yet, and was debating 
in his own mind what course to pursue* 
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length 
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It is better to be sure. With all 


my terrible suspicions, I may be wrong, 
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forty and fifty carcases were strewed over the ground. 
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At that moment upon the azotea a man was pacing to 

and fro. He was not a sentinel, though at opposite 

angles of the building two of these could be seen 

who carried carbines — their heads and shoulders just 

appearing above the crenated top of the battlement 
towers. 

The man e n promenade was an officer, and the part 
of the azotea U|}Oii which 3ie moved was the roof of 
the officers’ quarter, separated fr om the rest by a wall 
of equal height with the parapet. It was, moreover, 

a sacred precinct — not to be disturbed by the tread of 

common troopers on ordinary occasions. It was the 
1 quarterdeck * of the Presidio. 

The officer was in full dress, though not on any 
duty; but a single glance at the style and cut of 
his uniform would convince any one that lie was a 
4 dandy soldier/ and loved to appear at all times in 

fine feathers. The gold lace and bright-coloured 

broad-cloth seemed to affect him as his rich plumage 
does the peacock. Every now and again he paused 
in his promenade, glanced down at his lacquered 
boots, examined the tournure of his limbs, or feasted 
his eyes upon the jewels that studded his delicate 
white fingers. 

He was no beauty withal nor hero either ; but that 
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hour was not yet too late for fashionable sleepers 
Roblado liad just breakfasted, and come cut cn the 

azotea to enjoy his Savannah. 

‘Ha! ha! ha!’ laughed he, as ne lighted the 
cigar, ‘ what a droll masquerade it has been! Ton 
my soul ! I can scarce get the paint ofi ; and my 

voice, after such yelling, won’t recover for a week ! 
Ha ! ha ! Never was maiden wooed and won in such 
a romantic, roundabout way. Shepherds attacked — 
sheep driven off and scattered to the winds — cattle 
carried away and killed in regular battue — old woman 
knocked over, and rancho given to the flames — be- 
sides three days of marching and countermarching, 
travestying Indian, and whooping till one is hoarse ; 
and all this trouble for a poor paisana — daughter of 

a reputed witch ! Ha ! ha ! ha I It would read like 

a chapter in some Eastern romance — Aladdin, for in- 
stance — only that the maiden was not rescued by 

some process of magic or knight-errantry. Ha ! ha 

ha!' 

This speech of Roblado will disclose what is, per- 
haps, guessed at already — that the late incursion of 
‘ los barbaros ’ was neither more nor less than an 
affair got up by Vizcarra and himself to cover the 
abduction of the cibolero’s sister. The Indians who 
bad harried the sheep and cattle — who had attacked 
the hacienda of Don Juan — who had fired the lanclio 
and carried off Rosita — were Colonel Vizcarra, his 
officer Captain Roblado, his sergeant Gomez, and a 
soldier named Jose — another minion cl his confidence 
and will. 

There were but the four, as that number was 
deemed sufficient for the accomplishment of the 
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dence or cunning of Foblado. 

Moat cunningly, too, liad tliey taken their mea- 
sures. The game, from beginning to end, was played 

with design and execution worthy of a bettor cause. 
The shepherds were first attacked on the upper plain, 
to give certainty to the report that hostile Indians 

were near. Tho scouting-parties were sent out from 
the Fresidio, and proclamations issued to the in- 
habitants to be on their guard — all for effect; and 
the further swoop upon the cattle was clear proof of 
the presence of ‘ los barbaros * in the valley. In this 
foray the fiendish masquers took an opportunity of 
‘ killing two birds with one stone for, in addition 
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I was on this spot thinking over it, I chanced to look 
np to the cliff ; and yonder, upon the extreme point, 
was a horseman clearly outlined against the sky — and 
that horseman the very image of the cibolero ! 1 

noted the horse and the seat of the rider, which I 
well remember. I could not trust my eyes to look 
at him. I averted them for a moment— only a mo- 
ment ; and when I looked again he was gone ! So 
quickly had he retired, that I was inclined to think it 
was only a fancy — that there had been none — and 
that my dream had produced the illusion ! ’ 

* That is likely enough,’ said Eoblado, desirous of 

comforting his companion ; * likely enough — nothing 

more natural. In the first place, from where we 
stand to the top of La N iiia *s a good five thousand 
varas as the crow flies ; and for you, at that distance, 
to distinguish Carlos the cibolero from any other 
horseman is a plain impossibility. In the second 
place, Carlos the cibolero is at this moment full five 
hundred miles from the tip of my cigar, risking his 
precious carcase for a cartload of stinking hides and 
a few bultos of dried buffalo-beef. Let us hope that 
some of his copper- coloured friends will raise his hay- 

coloured hair, which some of our poblanas so much 

admire. And now, my dear Comandante, as to your 

dream, that is as natural as may he. It could hardly 

be otherwise than that you should have such a dream. 

The remembrance of the cibolero’s feat of horseman - 

snip on that very cliff, and the later affair with thn 
sister, together with the suspicion you may naturally 

entertain that Senor Carlos wouldn’t be too kind to 
you if he. knew all and had you in his power — all 
those things, being in your thoughts at one time, must 
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‘ She is there ! he received the announcement at 

first with surprise, then with incredulity. 

Another word from the cibolero, and a few moments 
reflection, and his incredulity vanished. The terrible 
truth flashed upon his mind, for he, too, remembered 
the conduct of Vizcarra on the day of the fiesta. His 
visit to the rancho and other circumstances now 
rushed before him, aiding the conviction that Carlos 
spoke the truth. 

For some moments the lover could scarce give ut- 
terance to his thoughts, so painful were they. More 

rainful than ever ! Even while under the belief that 

■ 

his mistress was in the hands of wild Indians he suf- 
fered less. There was still some hope that, by their 
strange code in relation to female captives, she in ight 
escape that dreaded fate, until he and Carlos might 
come up and rescue her. But now the time that had 

elapsed — Yizcarra’s character — 0 God! it was a 
terrible thought ; and the young man reeled in his 

saddle as it crossed his mind. 

He rode back a few paces, flung himself from his 
horse, and staggered to the ground in the bitterness 
of his anguish. 

Carlos remained on the bluff, still gazing down on 

the Presidio. He seemed to be maturing some plan. 

He could see the sentries on the battlements, the 
troopers lounging around the walls in their dark blue 
and crimson uniforms. He could even hear the call 
of the cavalry bugle, as its clear echoes came dancing 
along the cliffs. He could see the figure of a Hum- 
an officer — pacing to and fro on the azotea, and he 
could perceive that the latter had halted, and was 
observing him. 





the many mysteries that marked the late Indian 

incursion. He knew all — his master might have 
saved words in telling him. 

Neither words nor time were wasted. The hear! 8 
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CHAPTER XXXIIi, 


By 


the Yinrin 




1 



IS 


lie ! 


* 


exclaimed Roblado 



with 


a look of astonishment and alarm. 


£ 


The fellow him 


self, 


as I live ! 


J 


£ 



kn e w i t ! 



knew it ! 




shnek 





d Vizcarra. 


£ 



saw him on the cliif 


+ 



was no vision ! 


? 


* Where can he have come from ? 
all the saints, where has the fellow 


In the 


name 



J 


£ 


Roblado, I must go below ! I must go in. I will 


not stay to meet him ! I cannot ! 


t 


Nay 


J 


colonel, better 


let 


him 


speak with 


us 



He 


has seen and recognised you already. If you appear 


to shun him, it will arouse 


suspicion 


He 


has come 


to 

his 


i 

t 


isk 


our 


to 


pursue 


en 


*1 

K 


md 


* 




Do 


you 


help 
1 warrant you ! 
think 


tho 


Indians 


* 


and 


that 





J 


SO ! 


inquired Vizcarra, partially 


recovering his self-possession at this conjecture 


£ 


No 


doubt 


of it ! What 


else ? 


lie 


can 


have 


no 


suspicion of the truth, IIow is it possible he could 


* 


unless he were a witch 




lil 





hi s mother ? 


you 


are 


7 


and let 


us 


hear 



1 


\ 


hat 


he 


Stay 

has got to sav. 


w k ere 


Of 


% 


you 


course 


remains below 


can talk to him from the azotea, while he 


Ii 


he 


show any signs of being inso- 
lent, as he has already been to beth of us, let us have 


I 
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to ask a favour. It gave confidence to Vizcarra, as 

well as to the bolder villain — who, notwithstanding 
all his assurances to the contrary, had still some 
secret misgivings about the cibolero’s errand. Now, 
however, it was clear that his first conjecture was 
correct ; Carlos had come to solicit their assistance. 

4 I am he ! * answered Yizcarra, now quite reco 
rered from his fright, 4 I am the Comandante. 

What have you to communicate, my man ? ’ 

‘ Your excellency, I have a favour to ask ; ’ and 

the cibolero again saluted with an humble bow. 

4 I told you so,’ whispered Itoblado to his superior. 
4 All safe, my colonel.’ 

4 Well, my good fellow,’ replied Vizcarra, in his 
usual haughty and patronising manner, 1 let me hear 

it. If net unreasonable ’ 

4 Your excellency, it is a very heavy favour I would 
ask, but I hope not unreasonable. I am sure that, if 
it do not interfere with your manifold duties, } r ou 
will not refuse to grant it, as the interest and trouble 

you 

known.’ 

4 Told you so,’ muttered Koblado a second time. 

4 Speak out, man ! ’ said Vizcarra, encouragingly ; 
1 I can only give an answer when I have heard your 

request.’ 

4 It is this, your excellency. I am but a poor 

cibolero.’ 

4 You are Carlos the cibolero ! I know you.’ 

4 Yes, your excellency, we have met — at the fiesta 

of San Juan ’ 

■ 

, ' ifes, yes 1 I recollect your splendid horseman 
ship.’ 
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‘ What favour were you going to ask ? J he in- 

quired, after lie had delivered his hopeful promise. 

‘ This, your excellency; that you would allow 
your troops to go once more on the trail of the rob- 
bers, either under your own command — which x 
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During tlie short conversation between the Coman- 
dan te and Pioblado he had not bee a idle, though 

apparently so. He had made a full reconnaissance of 
the walls. He saw that out of the saguan, or gateway, 
an escalera cf stone steps led up to the azotea. This 
communication was intended for the soldiers, when 

any duty required them to mount to the roof ; but 
Carlos knew that there was another escalera, by 

which the officers ascended : and although he had 
never been inside the Presidio, he rightly conjectnred 
that this was at the adjacent end of the building. He 
had observed, too, that but one sentry was posted at 

the gate, and that the stone banquette, inside the 
saguan, used as a lounging-place by the guard, was 
at the moment unoccupied. The guard were either 
inside the house, or had strayed away to their quarters. 
In fact, the discipline of the place was of the loosest 

kind. Yizcarra, though a dandy himself', was no 

m ar tine t wi tli his men. His time was too much taken 

up with his own pleasnres to allow him to care fur 

aught else. 

All these points had passed under the keen obser- 
vation of the cibolero before Yizcarra returned to 

announce his intention of sending the troop. He had 

p 

scarce parted out of sight the second time ere the 
former had taken his measures. 

Silently dismounting from his horse, Carlos left me 
animal standing where he had halted him. He did 

not fasten him to either rail or post, but simply 

\ooked the bridle-icin over the 4 born’ of the saddle. 

He know that his well- trained steed would await him 
there. 
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CHAPTER XXXV 




CUrcia was 


dead 



Vizcarra was not 




thou g h 




when 


taken 


up from where he had fallen 


J 


he 


looked 


like 


one who had not long 


to 


live 


5 


and behaved 


like 


on 





who 
blood 


was afraid 


to 


die. His 


face 


was 


covered with 




and his cheek showed the scar 


of a shot 




was alive however, — moaning 


and 


talking 


was 


out 


of 


the 


qu esti on 


) 


mumbling 
for 


He 

Fine 


several of his 


teeth had been carried away by the bullet 


His wound was a mere face wound. There was not 


the slightest danger ; but the 4 medico 




of the place 




a 


young practitioner, was not sufficiently master of his 


art 


to 


give him that assurance 


5 


and 


for 


some 


hours 


Vizcarra remained in anything but blissful ignorance 


of his fate 



The 

before 


garrison 


doctor 


had 


died 


but 


a 


sli or t 


time 


and his place was not yet supplied 




scene of excitement for the rest of that day was 


the Presidio 


not less 


so 


the town 



The whole settle 


ment 

spread 


was 


roused 


like 




the 


a 


astounding news, wideb- 
and 


breadth of the 


prairie fire throughout the length 
valley. 


It travelled in two different shapes. One was, that the 


settlement was surrounded by 




los 


b ar bar os 


y 


y 


by Carlos 


the 


cibolero 


7 


that 


they must 


m 


numbers, since they had made 


an 


open 


be 

attack 


headed 

gre at 


upon 
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have attacked the officers of the garrison ? Who were 
the Indians that accompanied him? Were they 
‘ bravos * or * mansos ’ ? — savages or rebels ? 

The most remarkable thing was, that the soldiers 
themselves who had taken part in the imaginaiy 
4 fight ’ could not answer these questions. Some said 
this, and some that. Many had heard the conversa- 
tion between Carlos and the officers ; but that portion 
of the affair, though perfectly natural in itself when 
taken in connexion with after circumstances, only 
rendered the whole more complicated and mysterious ! 
The soldiers could give no explanation ; and the people 
returned home, to canvass and discuss the affair 

among themselves. Various versions were in voguei 
Some believed that the cibolero had oome with the 
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Pagnos whom he had collected to aid in the pursuit— 
and that the Comandantc, having first promised to 

aid him, had afterwards refused, and that this had 
led to the strange conduct of the cibolero ! 

There was another hypothesis that gained more 
credit than this. It was that Captain Boblado was 
the man whom the cibolero had desired to make a 
victim ; that he was guided against him by motives 
of jealousy ; for the conduct of Carlos on the day 
of the fiesta was well known, and had been much 
ridiculed — that, in failing to reach Eoblado, he had 

quarrelled with the Com andante, and so forth. 

Inrprobable as was this conjecture, it had many 
supporters, in the absence of the true motive for the 
conduct of the cibolero. There were but four men 
within the Presidio to whom this was known, and 
only three outside of it. By the general public it 

was not even suspected. 

In one thing all agreed — in condemning Carlos the 

cibolero. The garotta was too good for him ; and 
when taken, they could all promise him ample punish- 
ment. The very ingratitude of the act was magnified. 
It was but the day before that these same officers had 

gone forth with their valiant soldiers to do him a 
service ! The man must have been mad ! His mother 

had no doubt bewitched him. 

To have killed Lieutenant Garcia! — ho who was 

such a favourite ! Carrambo l 

This was true. Garcia was liked by the people of 

the settlement — perhaps not so much from the pos- 
session of any peculiar virtues, hut in contrast with 
his superiors. He was an affable, harmless sort of 
person, and had won general esteem* 
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surgeon, knew this well 
between the two was 



The friendship that existed 

fellow-feeling in wickedness 



sort 
there was 


of felon 





bond 


no 


benefit 


durable enough so long as 


to 


m 


this 


friendship 


did 


not 


either 


prevent 


breal 


V 


mg 



But 


Roblado 


from 


re 


gretting with all his heart that the bullet had not hit 


his friend a little higher 



ither 



m 


the 


skull 


or 


up 

the 


or 


a little lower down 


this regret 

Comandante 


from 

, but 


no 


malice 


throat ! He entertained 

the 


or 


ill-will towards 


simply 


from 


a 


desire 


to 


benefit 


himself. It was long since Roblado had been dream 
ing of promotion. He was not too humble to hope 


he 


might 


one 


day 


command 


the 


Presidio himself. 


Yizcarra’s death 


would 


have 


given 


him that station 


at 


once 




but Vizcaira was 


this 

then 


knowledge 


somewhat 


not 


clouded 


to die just then 


J 


and 


the 


joy 


he 


was 


experiencing 




And it was joy. Garcia and he had been enemies 


There had 


been 





Ion 


jealousy 


and 


ill-will between them 


cr * 

o * 


therefore 


the 


lieutenant 





death 


was 


no 


source of regret to him. But the joy of Roblado owed 

partly its origin to another consequence of that day’s 


drama 


one 


that 


affected 


him 


more 


than 


any 


one 



that was nearest his heart and his hopes 

Absurd as appeared the pretensions of the cibolero 
in regard to Catalina, Roblado had learned enough of 

even to give him real 

creature Catalina de 


late to make him jealous 


ay 


» 




uneasiness. 


She 


was 


a 


Cruces 


strange 


one who had shown proofs of a rare 


one not to he bought 


to 


She had taught both 


and 

her 


sold 


like 



spirit 

bulto of goods 



father and Roblado 



lesson 


of late. 


She 


had taught them 


that. 


She had struck 


the ground with her little foot, and threatened 



con 



THE WKnE CHIEF 






220 






THE WHITE CHIEF 


221 



the white chief 




TIIE WHITE CHIEF 


223 


■ 

‘ My dear Comandante, no difficulty in it. Listen i 

To-night, or before day in the morning, Gomez and 
Jose, in Indian costume as before, can carry her off 

to some spot which I shall indicate. In the moun- 
tains be it. No matter how far off or how near. She 
•nay be tied, and found in their company in the mom 
ing in such a way as to appear their captive . So much 
the better if she has recovered her senses enough to 
think so. Well ; I with the troopers, in hunt after 
the cibolero, will come upon these Indians by acci- 
dent. A few shots may be fired at sufficient distance 
to do thorn no hurt. They will make off, leaving 
their captive, whom we will rescue and bring bacK 
to the town, where she can he delivered out of our 
hands ! Ila ! ha ! ha ! What think you, Coman 
dante, of my scheme ? ’ 

* Excellent !* replied Vizcarra, his mind seemingly 
relieved at the prospect of its execution. 

* Why, it would blind the very devil ! We shall 
not only he free from suspicion, but we’ll get credit 
by it. What ! a successful affair with the savages ! 
— rescue of a female captive ! — restore her to her 
friends ! — she, too, the sister of the very man who 

has endeavoured to assassinate you ! I tell you, 
Goman dante, the cibolero himself, if that will be 
any comfort to you, will be humbugged by it ! She 

will swear — if her word be worth anything — that she has 
Deen in the hands of los barbaros all the while ! She 
will give the lie even to her own brother ! 

‘ The plan is excellent. It must be done to-night !* 

4 To-night, of course. As soon as the men have 

gone to bed, Gomez can start with her. I must give 
ever the idea of following the trail to-day * find, in 
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Carlos would have put this plan in execution, 
could he have trusted to the prudence of Don Juan; 
but he feared to do so. The latter was somewhat 
rash, and not over-sagacious. Seeing Carlos in the act 
of escape, lie might think it was his duty, as agreed 
upon, to show himself and his men on the edge of the 
thicket — the very thing Carlos now wished to pre- 
vent. For that reason the cibolero galloped direct 
to the place of ambuscade, where Don Juan and his 
men were waiting in their saddles. 

‘ Thank God you are safe ! 5 cried Don Juan ; * but 

they are after you. Yonder they come in scores ! J 

1 Yes ! 5 replied Carlos, looking back ; ‘ and a good 
start I’ve gained on them ! * 

‘What’s best to be done?’ inquired Don Juan. 

* Shall we scatter through the chapparal, or keep 
together ? They’ll be upon us soon ! ’ 

Carlos hesitated a moment before making reply. 
Three plans of action were possible, offering more or 
less chance of safety. First, to scatter through the 
chapparal as Don J uan had suggested ; second, to 
make off together and at onco without showing themselves, 
taking the back track, as they had come ; and, third, 
to show themselves in front to the pursuers, and then 

retire on the back path. Of course the idea of fight 

4 

was not entertained for a moment. That would have 

been idle, even absurd, under the circumstances. 

The mind of the cibolero, used to quick action, 
examined these plans with the rapidity of thought 
itself. The first was rejected without a moment’s 
consideration. To have scattered through the chap- 
paral would have resulted in certain capture. The 
jungle was too small, not over a couple of miles in 
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appeared near its edge. The Tagnos, aarded by 
Don Juan on one side and Antonio on the her, 
showed almost simultaneously in an irregular line 
along the margin of the thicket ; and flourishing their 
bows above their heads, they uttered a defiant war- 
whoop, as though they were a party of savage 

Indians. 

It would have required a practised eye to have 
told from a short distance that they were not. Most 

of them were bare-headed, with long flowing hair; 
and, in fact, differing very little in appearance from 
their brethren of the plains. They all had bows, a 
weapon still carried by the Indios mansos when en- 
gaged in any hostilities ; and their war-cry differed 
not at all from some tribes called £ bravos,’ * wild.’ 
Many in the band had but a short time left aside the 
full practice of warfare. Many of them were but 

neophytes to the arts of peace. 

The effect of the demonstration was just what tho 

cibolero had calculated on. The soldiers, who were 

galloping forward in straggling knots, and some of 
whom had got within three hundred paces of the 
chapparal, reined up in surprise. Several showed 
symptoms of a desire to gallop back again, but these 

were restrained at sight of a large body of their 
comrades now issuing from the Presidio. 

The whole of them were taken by surprise. They 
believed that the ‘ Indios bravos’ were in the chap- 
paral, and no doubt in overwhelming numbers. 
Their belief was strengthened by the proceedings ot 
the previous days, in which they had done nought 
else, as they supposed, but ride scout after ‘ los 

barbaros.’ The latter had now come after than % I 
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They halted, therefore, on the plains, and waited ior 

their fellows to come up. 

That this would be the effect of Ills ruse Carlr> 
foresaw. He now* directed his companions to reitv 
gently back, until they were once more under covet 
of the brush; and the whole party arrived at / > 
spot where they had waited in ambush. 

Antonio then took the trail, and guided them 
through the cliapparal ; not as they had come to La 
Nina, hut by a path that led to the upper plain by 
another pass in the cliffs. From a point in this pass 
they obtained a distant view of the chap par al and 
the plain beyond. Though now full three miles from 
their place of ambush, they could see the valiant 
troopers still figuring on the open ground in front of 

it. They had not yet ventured to penetrate th e danger 
ous underwood which they believed to be alive with 
ferocious savages ! 

Carlos, having reached the upper plain, struck off 
with his band in a direction nearly north. His 
object was to reach a ravine at some ten miles dis- 
tance across the plain, and this was gained without a 
single pursuer having appeared in the rear. 

This ravine led in an easterly direction as far as 

the Pecos bottom. It was the channel of a stream, in 

which water flowed in the rainy season, but was now 
quite dry. Its bed was covered with small pebbles, 
and a horse-trail upon these was scarcely to be 
followed, as the track only disjflaced the pebbles, 
leaving no ‘ sign * that could be : read’ to any advan 
tage. Old and new foot-marks were all the same. 

Into this ravine the party descended, and, aftei 

travelling down it for five or six miles, halted 
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Wi 






tended 


to 


adopt 



plan 


that would 


be certain 


to 


throw the troopers off the trail. 


It 


was decided 




m 


fine 


3 


that Don 


Juan 


and 


hi a 


people should return home — that the peons of Carlos 


should 


also 


go 


back 


to 


the 


following day — for it only 


rancho; roof it 

and 


on 


the 


wanted that 


re 






h 


am 


by it as if nothing had occurred. They could not be 


made answerable for the deeds of their master 



As 


for 


the 


cibolero himself, 


his 


residence 


must 


remain 

friend s . 


unknown 


3 


except 


to 


one 


or 


two of his tried 


He knew 


where 


he 


should 


find 


a 


shelter 


To 


him 


the 


alike 


open 


plain 


or 


the 


mountain cave was 


a 


home 


He 


needed 


no 


was 


as 


welcome 


as 


the 


r o of. 

gilded 


can opy 

palace. 

The Tagnos were enjoined to secresy 

not sworn, 
they 
lives 


The £ 

ceiling 


tarrj 

of 



They 


were 


all 


A Tagno is not the man to talk ; besides 



knew that 


their 


own 


3 


depended on their silence. 


safety 


3 


perhaps 


their 


All these matters were at length arranged 


3 


but the 


party remained where they had 

set. They 
the channel. 


halted 


till near sun 


then 


mounted 


3 


and 


continued 


on 


down 


When 

climbed 


they had 
out of the 


gone 



ravine 


3 


mile 

and. 


or 


so 


j 


one 


heading 


of them 

southward. 


rode 

bring 


off 

him 


across 


the 


back 


plain 


This 


direction would 


to 


the 


valley 


3 


by 



pass 


near 


the 


lower end of the settlement. It would be night by 

net 

that 


kJ 


he 


time 


he 


could 


reach 


this 


pass 


and 


he 


was 


likely to encounter any one 


on 


the route 


now 


the 


( 


wild 


3 


Indians were -abroad! 


Shortly after 


3 



second 


Tagno left the ravine 


3 


and 


rode off in a line nearly parallel to that taken by the 
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Cuming that way — for it did not lie in liis return 

route — was threefold. First, to deliver his charge 

into the hands of the civic authorities ; secondly, to 
make sure that everybody should witness the delivery, 
and be satisfied by this living evidence that a great 

feat had been performed ; and thirdly, that he might 

■ 

have the opportunity of a little swagger in front of 

a certain balcony. 

These three objects the captain attained, but the 
last of them did not turn out quite to his satisfaction. 
Although the bugle had played continuously, an 
nouncing the approach of a troop — although the 
recovered captive was placed conspicuously in the 
ranks — and although his (Roblado’s) horse, under 
the influence of sharp spurs, pitched himself into the 
most superb attitudes, all went for nothing — Catalina 
did not show in the balcony J Among the faces of 
1 depend ientes 1 and 1 criados/ hers was not to be 
seen ; and the triumphant look of the victorious 

leader, as soon as he had ridden past, changed to a 

gloomy expression of disappointment. 

A few minutes after he dismounted in front of the 
* Casa de Cabildo,’ where he delivered the girl into 
the hands of the alcalde and other authorities d 
the town. This ceremony was accompanied by a 
grandiloquent speech, in which an account of the 
recapture was given with some startling details; 
sympathy was expressed for the parents of the girl, 

whoever they might be ; and the speaker wound up bv 

Expressing his opinion that the unfortunate captive 
could be no other than the young girl reported to 
have been carried off a few days before ! 

All this was very plausible and proper ; and Ro 
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"When they had got about a mile from the town, 
and were moving along an unfrequented part of tire 
road, a horseman was seen coming after, and at such 
a speed as to overtake them in a few minutes. He 
was mounted on a pretty mustang that bore the signs 
of being well cared for. Its flanks were rounded with 
fat, and it capered as it galloped along. 

As it came close to the carreta the rider called out 
to the driver to stop ; and it then appeared that the 
horseman was a woman, as the soft sweet voice at once 
indicated. More than that, the rider was a senorita , 
as the soft cheek, the silky hair, and the delicate 
features, showed. At a distance it was natural enough 
to have taken her for one of the opposite sex. A 

common serape covered her shoulders ; a broad- 
brimmed sombrero concealed most of her black shin- 
ing hair ; and she rode according to the general 
custom of the country — the custom of its men. 

‘ Why, Senorita ! — is it you ? 5 asked the poblana, 
in a tone of surprise, and with a gesture of respect. 

4 Ha ! ha ! you did not know me, then, Josefa ? ’ 

4 No, Senorita; — ay ck mi! how could I in that 

cLsguise ? ’ 

4 Disguise do you cal] it ? Why, it is the usual 
costume ! } 

4 True, Senorita ; but not for a grand senora like 
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thus creating two very distinct styles of back. You 
will see the backs of pretty poblanas, with the end 

of their re bos os hanging gracefully over them ; and 
the back of the poblana’s mother with the reboso ill 
arranged, and not over clean. You will see the back 
of the merchant scarcely covered ■with a short cloth 
jacket, and the back of the ‘ aguador ’ cased in well- 

worn leather ; the back of the ‘ guapo 5 muffled m a 
cloak of fine broad cloth, and that of the 1 lepero * 
shrouded in a ragged scrape ; and then you will see 
broad backs and slender ones, straight backs and 
crooked ones ; and you run a good chance of behold* 
ing a hunch or two — especially if the church be in a 

large town. But wheresoever you enter a Mexican 
iglesia during prayer-time, I promise you the view 
of an extensive assortment of hacks. Not classified, 
however. Quite the contrary. The back of the 
shawled lady may be inclusive between two greasy 
rebosos, and the striped or speckled back of the lepero 
may rise up alongside the shining broad-cloth of the 
dandy ! 1 do not answer for any classification of the 

backs ; I only their extensive number and 

variety. The on 

at this moment will be the shaven phiz of a fat priest, 
in full sacerdotal robes of linen, that were once, no 
doubt, clean and white, but that look now as if they 
had been sent to the buck-basket, and by some mis- 
take brought back before reaching the laundry. This 
individual, with a look as unlike heaven as the 

wickedest of his flock, will be seen stirring about on 
his little stage ; now cany ing a wand — now a brazen 
pot of smoking ‘ incense,’ and anon some waxen doll 
—-the image of a saint; while in the midst of hid 
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a dip and a sprinkle. In this basin yon will see the 
small jewelled band immerse its finger-tips, and the 
next moment adroitly deliver a carte d' amour to some 
cloaked cavallero. Perhaps you may sec the wealthy 
«>enora, in the safe disguise of the serape, leave the 
church in a direction opposite to that by which she 
came. If you are curious enough to follow — which 
would be extremely ill-bred — you may witness 
under the trees of the ‘ alameda,* or some unfre- 
quented quarter, the forbidden * exit revista » 

The morning, in a Mexican city, has its adventures 
as well as the night. 

* *■ * * * 

The bell of the church of San Ildefonso had just 

commenced to ring for ‘ oracion/ when a female form 
was seen issuing from the gateway of one of the 
largest mansions of the town, and taking the direc- 
tion of the church. It was yet scarce daybreak, and 
the person thus observed was closely muffled ; but 

her tall upright form, the dignity and grace of her 
carriage, and the proud elastic step told that she was 
a grand sehora. As she reached the portal of the 
church she stopped for some moments and looked 
around. Her face was not visible, as it was 4 tapada ’ 
under the folds of a closely-drawn manta; but her 
attitude, with her head occasionally moving around, 
show r ed that she w T as scanning the figures that, at the 
summons of the bell, approached like shadow’s through 
the grey light. She w’as evidently expecting some 

one ; and from the eager scrutiny with wfiiich she 

regarded each now form that entered the plaza, it 
was some one whose presence w r as much desired. 

The last of the devotees had arrived and entered 
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arms touched. A moment later and two hands be- 
came uncovered — one a little brown-skinned paw 
from under the reboso — the other, a delicate arrange- 
ment of white and jewelled fingers, from the manta. 

They came in contact as if by a mutual under- 
standing, and, though they were en rapport but a half- 
second, a close observer might have noticed a small 
roll of paper passed from one to the other — from the 
brown fingers to the white ones ! It would have 
> required a close observer to have noticed this ma- 
noeuvre, for so adroitly was it executed that none of 

those kneeling around, either in front or rear, saw 
anything amiss. 

The two hands again disappeared under their 

respective covers; the little bell tinkled, and both 

senora and poblana once more shot into an upright 
position, and, with most devout looks, repeated the 
prayers of the misa. 

When the ‘ oracion’ was over, and while sprinkling 
themselves at the sacred fount, a few hurried words 
passed between them ; but they went out of the 
church separately, and walked off in separate direc- 
tions. The poblana hastened across the square, and 
disappeared into a narrow street. The senora walked 
proudly back to the mansion whenoe she had come, 
her countenance radiant with joyful anticipation. 

As soon as she had entered the house she proceeded 
directly to her own chamber, and, opening the little 
folded slip of paper, read : — 

‘ Querida Catalina! — You have male me happy. 
But an hour ago I was the most wretched of men. I 
uact lost my sister, and I feared your esteem. Both 
are restored to me. My sister is by my side, and the 
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Such terrible resolves passed through the mind of 

the wretched caitiff. 

Eoblado was equally eager for the death of the cibo 
lero. His vanity had been scathed as well, for he was 
now satisfied that Catalina was deeply interested in the 
man, if not already on terms of intimacy — on terms oi 
love, mutually reciprocated and understood. He had 
visited her since the tragical occurrence at the Pre- 
sidio. He had observed a marked change in her 
manner. He had thought to triumph by the malig- 
nant abuse heaped on the assassin ; but she, although 
she said nothing in defence of the latter — of course 
she could not — was equally silent on the other side, 
and showed no symptoms of indignation at the deed. 

His (Eoblado’s) abusive epithets, joined to those 

which her own father liberally heaped upon the man, 
seemed to give her pain. It was plain she would 
have defended him had she dared ! 

All this Eoblado had noticed during his morning 
call. 

But more still had he learnt, for he had a spy upon 
her acts. One of her maids, Vicenza, who for some 
reason had taken a dislike to her mistress, was false 
to her, and had, for a length of time, been the con- 
fidant of the military wooer. A little gold and 
flattery, and a soldier-sweetheart — who chanced to be 

Jose — had rendered Vicenza accessible. Eoblado was 
master of her thoughts, and through Jose he received 
information regarding Catalina, of which the latter 
never dreamt. This system of espionage had been 

but lately established, but it had already produced 
fruits. Through it Eoblado had gained the know* 
ledge that he himself was hated by the object of his 
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regard, and that she loved some other ! What other 
even Vicenza could not telL That other Roblado 
could easily guess. 

It is not strange that he desired the capture and 
death of Carlos the cibolero. He was as eager for 
that event as Yizcarra himself. 

Both were making every exertion to bring it about. 
Already scouting parties had been sent out in different 
directions. A proclamation had been posted on the 
walls of the town, — the joint production of the Co- 
mandante and his captain, offering a high reward for 
the cibolero’ s head, and a still higher sum for the 
cibolero himself if captured alive ! 

The citizens, to show their zeal and loyalty, had 
also issued a proclamation to the same effect, heading 
it with a large sum subscribed among them — a very 
fortune to the man who should be so lucky as to be 
the captor of Carlos. This proclamation was signed 
by all the principal men of the place, and the name 
of Don Ambrosio figured high upon the list ! There 
was even some talk of getting up a volunteer company 
to assist the soldiers in the pursuit of the heretico 
assassin, or rather to earn the golden price of liiar 
capture. 

With such a forfeit on his head, it was an enigma 
how Carlos should be long alive ! 

Boblado sat in his quarters busy devising plans for 
the capture. He had already sent his trustiest spies 
to the lower end of the valley, and these were to 
hover day and night in the neighbourhood. Any 
information of the haunts of the cibolero, or of those 
with whom he was formerly in correspondence, was 

to bo immediately brought to him , and would be wel 
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* Ha ! 5 sharply exclaimed Koblado. * Vicenza is- 

sure of that/ 

■ 

‘ More than that, captain. About the time the 
carre ta drove away, or a little after, the senorita left 
the house on her horse, and with a common serape 
over her, and a sombrero on her head, like any ran- 
chera ; and in this — which I take to be a disguise for 
a lady of quality like her — she rode off by the back 
i/oad. Vicenza, however, thinks that she turned into 
the camino ahajo after she got past the houses, and 
overtook the carreta. She was gone long enough to 
have done so/ 

This communication seemed to make a deep im- 
pression upon the listener. Shadows flitted over his 
dark brow, and gleams of some new intelligence or 
design appeared in his e} 7 es. He was silent for a 
moment, engaged in communicating with his thoughts. 

At length lie inquired, — 

‘ Is that all your information, Jose ? 1 
‘All, captain/ 

‘ There may be more from the same source. See 

Vicenza to-night again. Tell her to keep a close 
watch. If she succeed in discovering that there is a 
correspondence going on, she shall be well rewarded, 

and inu shall not be forgotten. Find out more about 
this woman and her daughter. Know the Taguo 
who drove them. Lose no time about it. Go, Jose! 

The minion returned his thanks in a cringing tone, 
made another cringing salute, and shuffled out of 

the room. 

As soon as he had left, Koblado sprang to his feet, 

and, walking about the room in an agitated manner, 
ottered his thoughts aloud : — 
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These remarks are meant only for the houses of 
the country. In small villages the same style as the 
country-house is observed, with very slight modifi- 
cations ; but in largo towns, although some of the 

characteristics are still retained, there is an approxi- 
mation to the architecture of European cities — more 

particularly, of course, to those of Spain. 

The house of Don Ambrosio differed very little 

from the general fashion of ‘ casas grandes ’ of country 
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style. It had the same aspect of gaol, fortress, con- 
vent, or workhouse — whichever you please ; but this 
aspect was considerably lightened by the peculiar 
colouring of the walls, which was done in broad 

vertical bands of red, white, and yellow, alternating 

with each other ! The effect produced by this arrange- 
ment of gay colours is quite Oriental, and is a decided 
relief to the otherwise heavy appearance of a Mexican 
dwelling. In some parts of the country this fashion 

is common. 

In shape there was no peculiarity. Standing upon 
the road in front you see a long wall, with a largo 

gateway near the middle, and three or four windows 
irregularly set. The windows are shielded with bars 
of wrought- iron standing vertically. That is the 
‘reja.’ Is 7 one of them have either sash or glass. 
The gateway is closed by a heavy wooden door, 
strongly clasped and bolted with iron. This front 
wall is but one story high, but its top is continued 
so as to form a parapet, breast-high above the roof, 
and this gives it a loftier appearance. The roof 

being fiat behind, the parapet is not visible from 
below. Look around the corner at either end ot 
this front wall. You will see no gable — there is no 
such thing on a house of the kind we are describing. 
In its place you will see a dead wall of the same 
height as the parapet, running back for a long dis- 
tance ; and were you to go to the end of it, and again 
look around the corner, you would find a similar 
wall at the back closing in the parallelogram. 

In reality you have not yet seen the true front of 
Don Ambrosio’s house, if we mean by that the part 
nnost embellished. A Mexican spends but little 
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thou glit on the outside appearance of his mansion. 
It is only from the courtyard, or i patio/ you can 
get a view of the front upon, which the taste of the 
owner is displayed, and this often exhibits both 

grandeur and elegance. 

Let us pass through the gateway, and enter the 
4 patio.’ The ‘ portero/ when summoned by knock 
or bell, admits us by a small door, forming part of 
the great gate already mentioned. AYc traverse an 

arched way, the ‘ zaguan/ running through the 

breadth of the building, and then we are in the 
patio. From this we have a view of the real front 

of the house. 

The patio itself is paved with painted bricks — a 
tessellated pavement. A fountain, with jet and orna- 
mental basin, occupies its centre ; and several trees, 
well trimmed, stand in laige vessels, so that their 

roots may not injure the pavement. Around this 
court you see the doors of the different apartments, 
some of them glazed and tastefully curtained. T{f } 
doors of the ‘ sala/ the ‘ cuarto/ and the sleeping- 
rooms, are on three sides, while the ‘ cocina * 
(kitchen), the * dispensa * (store-room), ‘granero’ 
(granary), with the ‘ caballeriza ’ and coach-house, 
make up the remaining part of the square. 

There is still an important portion of the mansion 
to be spoken of — the ‘ azotea/ or roof. It is reached 
hv an ‘ escalera/ or stone staircase. It is flat and 

quite firm, being covered with a cement that is proof 
against rain. It is enclosed by a parapet running all 

round it — of such a height as not to hinder the view 

of the surrounding country, wdiile it protects those 

occupying it from the intrusive gaze of persons pass* 
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at — beautiful eyes ; and yet there was a sadness in 
their look that ill accorded with the picture on which 
they were gazing. 

But those eyes were not drawing their inspiration 
from the sky-painting before them. Though appa- 
rently regarding it, the thoughts which gave them 
expression were drawn from a far different source. 
The heart witnin was dwelling upon another object. 

The owner of those eyes was a beautiful girl, or 

tather a fully developed woman still unmarried. She 
Was standing upon the azotea of a noble mansion, 
apparently regarding the rich sunset, while, in reality, 
her thoughts were busy with another theme, and one 
that was less pleasant to contemplate. Even the 
brilliant glow of the sky, reflected upon her counte- 
nance, did not dissipate the shadows that were passing 
over it. The clouds from within overcame the light 
from without. There were shadows flitting over her 

heart that corresponded to those that darkened her 
fair face. 

It was a beautiful face withal, and a beautiful form 
— tall, majestic, of soft graces and waving outlines. 

The lady was Catalina de Cruces. 

She was alone upon the azotea — surrounded only 
by the plants and flowers. Bending over the low 

parapet that overlooked tho garden to the rear, she 

at the same time faced toward the sinking orb, — for 
the garden extended westward. 

Now and then her eyes were lifted 
the sun ; but often er they sought tho shaded coppice 
of wild china-treos at the bottom of the enclosure, 

through whose slender trunks gleamed the silvery 

Kurface of th© stream, Upon this spot they rested 
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would start forward, and stop again in the same 
manner as before. This she repeated several times, 
without uttering either word or exclamation. 

Once she continued her walk all around the azotea, 
casting a scrutinising look among the plants and 
flower-pots on both sides, as if in search of something ■, 

but whatever it was, she was unsuccessful, as nothing 

appeared to arrest her attention. 

She returned once more, and took up the bandolon. 
But her fingers had hardly touched the strings before 
she laid the instrument down again, and rose from 
the bench, as if some sudden resolution had taken 
possession of her. 

* I never thought of that — I may have dropped it 
in the garden ! * she muttered to herself, as she glided 
toward a small escalera that led down into the patio. 

From this point an avenue communicated with the 
. garden ; and the next moment she had passed through 
this and was tripping over the sanded walks, bending 
from side to side, and peeping behind every plant 
and bush that could have concealed the object of her 
search. 

She explored every part of the enclosure, and 
lingered a moment in the arbour among the china- 
trees — as if she enjoyed that spot more than any 
other — but she came back at length with the same 
anxious expression, that told she was not rewarded 
by the recovery of whatever she had lost. 

The ladv once more returned to the azo^ea — once 

v 

more took up the bandolon ; but after a few touches 
of the strings, laid it down, and again rose to her 
feet. Again she soliloquised. 

1 Garrambo ! it is very strange ! — neither in my 
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in the fire. Fortunately sne does not read, but she 
has to do with others who can. Ha ! I forgot her 
soldier sweetheart ! It she should have found it, and 

shown it to him ! Dios de mi alma ! 5 

This supposition seemed a painful one, for it caused 
the lady’s heart to beat louder, and her breathing 
became short and quick. 

4 That would be terrible ! 5 she continued, — ‘ that 

would be the very worst thing that could happen. I 

do not like that soldier — he appears mean and cunning 

and I have heard is a bad fellow, though favoured by 

the Comandante. God foifend he should have gotten 
this paper ! I shall lose no more time. I shall call 

Vicenza, and question her.’ 

She stepped forward to the parapet that overlooked 
the patio. 

4 Vicenza ! — Vicenza ! ’ 

* Aqui, SenoritaJ answered a voice from the interior 
of the house. 

‘ Yen aca ! — Yen oca l * (Come hither.) 

4 Si, SenoritaS 

4 Anda ! Anda l ’ (Quickly.) 

A girl, in short bright-coloured nagua, and white 
chemisette without sleeves, came out into the patio, 
and climbed up the escalera that led to the roof. 

She was a mestiza , or half-blood, of Indian and 

Spanish mixture, as her brownish -white skin testified. 

She was not ill-looking ; but there was an expression 
upon her countenance that precluded the idea of 
either virtue, honesty, or amiability. It was a mixed 
expression of malice and cunning. Her manner, too, 

was bold and offensive, like that of one who had been 

■■ ■ 

guilty of some known crime, and had become reckless. 
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A knocking at tlie door. Sergeant Gomez was 

admitted. 

‘ Gomez, get ready twenty of your men ! picked 
fellows, do you hear ? Be ready hy eleven o’clock 
You have ample time, but see that you be ready the 
moment I call you. Not a word to any one without. 
Let the men saddle up and be quiet about it. Load 
your carbines. There’s work for you. You shall 
know what it is by and by . Go! get ready ! ’ 

Without saying a word, the sergeant went olf to 
obey the order, 

* Curses on the luck ! if I but knew the place, or 
anything near it. Would it be about the house ? or 
in the garden ? Maybe outside — in the countiy 
somewhere ? That is not unlikely. He would hardly 
venture so near the town, lest some one might re- 
cognise him or his horse. Death to that horse ! No, 
no ! I shall have that horse vet, or I much mistake 
Oh ! if I could find this place before the hour of 
meeting, then my game were sure. But no, nothing 
said of the place — yes, the old place. Hell and furies ! 
they have met before — often — often — oh ! * 

A groan of agony broke from the speaker, and he 
paced to and fro like one bereft of his senses. 

‘ Shall I tell Yizcarra now,’ he continued, ‘ or wait 
till it is over ? I shall wait. It will be a dainty bit 
of nows along with supper. Perhaps I may garnish 
the table with the ears of the cibolero. Ha ! ha ! ha ! ! 

And uttering a diabolical laugh , the ruffian took 
down his sabre and buckled the belt around bis waist. 
He then armed himself with a pair of heavy pistols; 
and, after looking to the straps of his spurs, strode 
out of the room. 
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CHAPTER XL1 V. 

lr wanted but an hour of midnight. There was m 

moon in the sky, hut so near the horizon, that the bluff 

bounding the southern side of the valley threw out a 

shadow to the distance of many yards upon the plain. 

Parallel to the line of the cliffs, and close in to 
their base, a horseman could be seen advancing up 
the valley from the lower end of the settlement. Ilis 
cautious pace, and the anxious glances which he at 
intervals cast before him, showed that he was 
travelling with some apprehension, and was desirous 
of remaining unseen. It was evident, too, that this 
was his object in keeping within the shadow of the 
cliff; for on arriving at certain points where the 
precipice became slanting and cast no shadow, he 
would halt for a while, and, after carefully recon- 
noitring the ground, pass rapidly over it. Conceal- 
ment could be his only object in thus closely hugging 
the bluffs, for a much better road could have been 

found at a little distance out from them. 

After travelling for many miles in this way, the 

horseman at length arrived opposite the town, which 

still, however, was three miles distant from the cliff. 
From this point a road led off to the town, commnni- 
toting between it and a pass up the bluffs to the left. 

The horseman halted, and gazed awhile along the 
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Proceeding in tliis way, he arrived at lcngtn wit run 
several hundred yards of the outskirts of the town, 

and could see the walls, with the church cupola 

shining over the tops of the trees. One line of wall 
on which his eyes were fixed lay nearer than the rest. 
Ho recognised its outline. It was the parapet over 
the honso of Don Ambrosio — in the rear of which he 
had now arrived. 

He halted in a small copse of timber, the last upon 

the plain. Beyond, in the direction of Don Am- 

brosio’s house, the ground was open and level up to 
the bank of the stream already described as running 

along the bottom of the garden. The tract was a 
meadow belonging to Don Ambrosio, and used for 

pasturing the horses of his establishment. It was 
accessible to these by means of a rude bridge that 
crossed the stream outside the walls of the garden. 
Another bridge, however, joined the garden itself to 
the meadow. This was much slighter and of neater 

construction — intended only for foot-passengers. It 
was, in fact, a mere private bridge, by which the 
fair daughter of Don Ambrosio could cross to enjoy 
her walk in the pleasant meadow beyond. Upon this 
little bridge, at its middle part, was a gate with lock 
and key, to keep intruders from entering the pre- 
cincts of the garden. 

This bridge was not over three hundred yards from 
the copse in which Carlos had halted, and nothing 

intervened but the darkness to prevent him from 
having a view of it. However, as the mocn was still 
up, he could distinctly see the tall posterns, and 
light- coloured palings of the gate, glimmering in her 
light. The stream he could not see— as at this point 
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It was so fancj . From the hour when the family 

had retired to rest, the door of Catalina’s chamber 
had been watched. An eye had been bent all the 
time upon that ray of light escaping through the 
curtained glass, — the eye of the girl Vicenza. 

During the early part of the evening the maid had 
asked leave to go out for a while. It had been 
granted. She had been gone for nearly an hour 
Conducted by the soldier Jose, she had had an inter 
view with Roblado. At that interview all had beer 
arranged between them. 

She was to w T atch her mistress from the house, and ' 

follow her to the place of assignation. When that 

should be determined she was to return with all haste 
to Roblado— who appointed a place of meeting her — 
and then guide him and his troop to the lovers. This, 
thought Roblado, would be the surest plan to proceed 
upon. He had taken his measures accordingly. 

The door of the maid’s sleeping-room w T as just op- 
posite that of Catalina’s chamber. Through the key 
cole the girl had seen the light go out, and the Sefiorita 
gliding around the patio. She had watched her into 
the avenue, and then gently opening her own door 

nad stolen after her. 

At the moment the Senorita had succeeded in un- 
locking the great gate of the garden, the mestiza was 

peeping around the wall at the entrance of the 

avenue ; but on hearing the other return, — for it was 
oy the sound of her footsteps she was warned, — the 
wity spy had darted back into her room, and closed 
the door behind her. 

It was some time before she dared venture out asrain. 

O ' 

M the keyhole no longer did her any service. She 
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kept her eye to it, however, and, seeing that hei 
mistress did not return to her chamber, she concluded 
that the latter had continued on into the garden. 
Again gently opening her door, she stole forth, and, 
on tiptoe approaching the avenue, peeped into it. It 

was no longer dark. The gate was open, and the 

moon shining in lit up the whole passage. It was 

evident, therefore , that the Senorita h ad gone through, 

and was now in the garden. 

Was she in the garden ? The mestiza remembered 

the bridge, and knew that her mistress carried the 
key of the wicket, and often used it both by day and 
night. She might by this have crossed the bridge, 
and got far beyond into the open country. She — the 
spy — might not find the direction she had taken, and 
thus spoil the whole plan. 

With these thoughts passing through her mind, the 
girl hurried through the avenue, and, crouching down, 

hastened along the walk as fast as she was able. 

Seeing no one among the fruit-trees and flower- 
beds, she began to despair ; but the thick grove at 
the bottom of the garden gave her promise— that was 
a likely place of meeting — capital for such a purpose, 
as the mestiza, experienced in such matters, w T ell 

knew . 

To approach the gicve, however, presented a dif- 
ficulty. There was a space of open ground— a green 
parterre-— bo tween it and the flower-beds. Any one, 

already in the grove, could perceive the approach of 
another in that direction, and especially under a 
bright moonlight. This the mestiza saw, and it com- 
pelled her to pausB and reflect how she was to get 

Qearer. 
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Catalina was at this moment upon the bridge, and 
above the position of the mestiza — so that the latter 

could perceive her form outlined against the blue 
of the sky. She saw her hold aloft the white ker- 
chief. She guessed that it was a signal — she saw 
the flash in answer to it, and then observed her mis- 
tress undo the lock and fling the wicket open. 

The cunning spy was now sure that the place of 
meeting was to be the grove itself, and might have 
returned with that information ; but Eoblado had 

distinctly ordered her not to leave until she saw tho 
meeting itself, and was certain of the spot. She there- 
fore remained where she was, and awaited the further 
proceedings of the lovers. 

Carlos, on perceiving the signal, had answered it 
by flashing some powder already prepared. He lost 
no time in obeying the well-known summons. A 
single moment by the side of his horse — a whisper 
wliich the latter well understood — and he parted from 

.ae copse, Cibolo following at his heels. 

On reaching the end of the bridge he bent down : 



Til K WHITE CHIEF 


28 ^; 

and, addressing some A\mds in a low vtice to the dog, 
proceeded to cross over. The an’mal did not follow 
him, but lay down on the opposite bank of the 

stream. 

The next moment the lovers were together. 

From the spot where she lay the mestiza witnessed 
their greeting. The moon shone upon their faces — 
the fair skin and curly locks of Carlos were distinctly 
visible under the light. The girl knew the cibolero 
- — it was he. 

She had seen all that was necessary for Eoblado to 
know. The grove w'as the place of meeting. It only 
remained for her to get back to the officer, and give 
the information. 

She Avas about to crawl away, and had already half 

risen, Avlien to her dismay, the loA’ei^s appeared coming 

through the gro\ r e, and towards the very arbour be- 
hind Avliich she lay ! 

Their faces were turned towards the spot where 

she was crouching. If she rose to her feet, or at- 
tempted to go off, she could not fail to be seen by one 
or other of them. 

She had no alternative but to remain where she 

was — at least until some better opportunity offered 
of getting away — and Avith this intention she again 

squatted down close under the shadow of the arbour. 

A moment after the lovers entered, and seated 
themselves upon the benches with which the little 
bower was providod. 
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‘ Oh ! fiends ! fiends ! * she exclaimed ; f who could 
have imagined such atrocity ? "Who would suppose 
that on the earth were wretches like these ? But 
that you, dear Carlos, have told me, I could not have 

believed in such villany ! I knew that both were 

bad ; I have heard many a tale of the vileness of these 
two men ; but this is wickedness beyond the power 
of fancy ! Santisima Madre ! what men ! what mon- 
sters ! It is incredible ! * 

‘ You know now with what justice I am called a 

murderer ? * 

‘ Oh, dear Carlos ! think not of that. I never gave 
it a thought. I knew you had some cause just and 
good. Fear not ! The world shall yet know all * 

‘ The world ! ’ interrupted Carlos, with a sneer. 
1 For me there is no world. I have no home. Even 
among those with whom I have been brought up, I 
have been but a stranger — a heretic outcast. Now I 
am worse — a hunted outlaw with a price upon my 
Head, and a good large one too. In truth, I never 
thought I was worth so much before ! * Here a laugh 
escaped from the speaker ; but his merriment was of 
short duration. He continued, — 

‘ No world have I but you, Catalina, — and you no 
longer except in my heart. I must leave you and go 
far away. Death — worse than deatn — awaits me 
here. I must go hence. I must return to the people 

from whom my parents are sprung — to our long 
forgotten kindred. Perhaps there I may find a new 
home and new friends, but happiness I cannot without 
you — No, never ! ’ 

Catalina was silent, with tearful eyes bent upon 
the ground. She trembled at the thought that was 


THE WHITE CHIEF 


28 b 

passing in her mind. She feared to give it expres- 
sion. But it was no time for the affectation of false 
modesty, for idle bashfulness ; and neither were her 

characteristics. Upon a single word depended the 
happiness of her life — of her lover’s. Away with 
womanly coyness ! let the thought be spoken ! 

She turned toward her lover, took his hand in hers, 
leant forward till her lips were close to his, and, 
looking in his face, said in a soft, but firm voice, — 

‘ Carlos ! is it your wish that I go with you ? * 

In a moment his arms were around tier, and their 

lips had met. 

‘ 0 Heavens ! ’ lie exclaimed ; ‘ n this possible ? do 
I hear aright ? Dearest Catalina ! was this I would 
have proposed, but I dared not do ii T feared to make 
the proposal, so wild does it seem. "What ! forsake 
all for me ? Oh, querida ! querida ! Tell me that this 
is what your words mean ! Say you will go with me ■ ’ 

* I will ! 5 was the short but firm reply. 

‘ G God ! I am too happy — a week of terrible suf- 
fering, and I am again happy. But a week ago, Cata- 
lina, and I was happy. I had met with a strange 
adventure, one that promised fortune. I was full of 
hope — hope of winning you ; not } T ou, querida, hut: 
your father. Of winning him by gold. See ! 5 Here 

the speaker held forth his hand filled with shining 

ore. ‘ It is gold. Of this I have discovered a mine, 

and I had hoped with it to have rivalled your father 
in his wealth, and then to have won his consent* 
Alas ! alas ! that is now hopeless, but your words 
have given me new happiness. Think not of th & 
fortune you leave behind. I know you do not, deal 
Catalina, I shall give you one oqual to it — perhaps 
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other circumstances relating to the girl, and urged 
upon ^ ?r lover the necessity of instant departure. 

‘ I sliall go then/ said he. 4 Xot that I much fear 
them ; it is too dark for their carbines, and their 

sabres will never reach me, while my brave steed 
bfcands yonder ready to obey my call. But it is better 
for me to go. There may be something in it. I can- 
not explain curiosity that attempts so much as this 
girl. I shall go at once then.’ 

And so Carlos had resolved. But much remained 

to be said : fresh vows of love to be pronounced ; an 
hour to be fixed for a future meeting — perhaps the 
last before taking the final step — their flight across 

the great plains. 

More than once had Carlos placed his foot upon 
the bridge, and more than once had he returned to 

have another sweet word — another parting kiss. 

The final 4 adios ’ had at length been exchanged ; 

the lovers had parted from each other ; Catalina had 
turned towards the house ; and Carlos was advancing 
to the bridge with the intention of crossing, when a 
growl from Cibolo caused him to halt and listen. 

Again the dog growled, this time more fiercely, 

following with a series of earnest barks, that told his 

master some danger was nigh. 

The first thought of the latter was to rush across 
the bridge, and make towards his steed. Had he 
done so, he would have had time enough to escape ; 
but the desire to warn her, so that she might hasten 
to the house, impelled him to turn back through the 
grove. She had already reached the open parterre, 

Hid was crossing it, when the barking of the dog 

caused her to stop, and the moment after Carlos 
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But he saw he might he too late, should he adopt 
this surer course. A quicker one recommended itself, 
and he at once gave the orders to his followers. 

These were divided into two parties of different sizes. 
Each was to take a side of the garden, and deploy 

along the wall, hut the larger party was to drop only 
a few of its men, while the rest were to ride hastily 
over the greater bridge, and gallop round to the bot- 
tom of the garden, ltoblado himself was to lead this 
party, whose duty would likely be of most import- 
ance. As the leader well knew, the garden walls 
could not be scaled without a ladder, and the cibo- 
lero, if found within the garden, would attempt to 
escape by the bridge at the bottom. Lest he might 
endeavour to get through the avenue and off by the 

front of the house, the girl Vicenza was to conduct 

■ 

Gomez with several men on foot through the patio, 
and guide them to the avenue entrance. 
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tempting it* No other chance offered but to cut his 
way through by the bridge, lie now saw the error 
he had committed in returning. She was in no dan- 
ger— at least in no peril of her life. Indeed her 
greater danger would arise from his remaining near 

her. He should Lave crossed the bridge at first. He 
was now separated from his horse. He might sum- 
mon the latter by his call— lie knew that — but it 
would only bring the noble animal within reach ol 

his foes — perhaps to be captured. That would be as 

much as taking his own life. N o ; he could not summon 
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distinguish the voice of Boblado above the rest. He 
was calling upon some of llie men to dismount and 
follow him over the bridge. He was himself on foot, 
for the purpose of Crossing. 

■ 

Carlos saw no other prospect of escape than by 
making a quick rush across the bridge, and cutting 
Ins way through the crowd. By that means he 
might reach the open plain, and fight his way until 
his horse could come up. Once in the saddle he would 

have laughed at their attempts to take him. It was 
a desperate resolve, — a perilous running of tho 
gauntlet, — almost certain death ; but still more cer- 
tain death was the alternative if he remained where 
he was. 

There was no time for hesitation. Already several 

men had dismounted, and were making towards the 
bridge. He must cross before they had reached it, 
one was already upon it. He must be beaten back. 

Carlos, cocking his pistol, rushed forward to the 
gate. The man had reached it from the other side. 
They met face to face, with the gate still shut be- 
tween them. Carlos saw that his antagonist was 
Boblado himself ! 

Not a word was spoken between them. Boblado 

also had his pistol in readiness and fired first, but 
missed his aim. He perceived this, and, dreading 
the fire from his adversary, he staggered back to the 
bank, shouting to his followers to discharge their 

carbines. 

Before they oould obey the order, the crack of the 
cibolero’s pistol rang upon the air, and Boblado, 
with a loud oath, rolled down by the edge of the 
water. Carlos dashed open the gate, and was about 
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to rush onward, when he perceived through the 
smoke and darkness several caroines brought to the 
level, and aimed at him. A sudden thought came 
into his mind, and he changed his design of crossing 
the bridge. The time was but the pulling of a trig- 
ger, but, short as it was, he effected his purpose. 
The carbines blazed and cracked, all nearly at the 

same instant, and when the smoke cleared away 
Carlos was no longer on the bridge ! Had be gone 
back into the garden? No — already half-a-dozen 

men had cut off liis retreat in that direction ! 

4 He is killed ! * cried several voices, 4 Carajo! — 

he has fallen into the river ! Mira ! ’ 

All eyes were turned upon the stream. Certainly 
a body had plunged into it, as the bubbles and cir- 
cling waves testified, but only these were to be seen ! 

4 He has sunk ! he's gone to the bottom ! 7 cried 
some. 

1 Be sure he hasn’t swum away ! ’ counselled a 

voice; and several ran along the banks with their 
eyes searching the surface. 

4 Impossible ! there are no waves.* 

4 He could not have passed here,* said one who 

stood a little below the bridge. 4 I have been watch- 
ing the water.’ 

4 So have I,’ cried another from above. 4 He has 
not passed my position.’ 

4 Then he is dead and gone down ! ’ 

4 Carajo ! let us fish him out ! ’ 

And they were proceeding to put this idea into exe* 

cution, when Koblado, who had now got to his feet, 
finding that a wounded arm was all he had suffered, 

ordered them to desist. 
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Catalina hoard the shots and shouts that denoted 
the terrible struggle. She had heard, too, the shrill 

whistle and the scornful laugh that rang loudly 

■ 

above the din. She had heard the shouts of the pur- 
suers dying away in the distance. 

Her heait heat with joy. She knew that her lover 

was free ! 

She thought then, and then only, of herself. She 
thought, too, of escape. She knew the rude taunts 
she would have to listen to from the brutal leader of 
these miscreants. What could she do to avoid an 
encounter? She had but one to deal with — Jos4. 
She knew the despicable character of the man. 

Would gold tempt him ? She would make the trial. 

It was made, and succeeded. The large sum 
offered was irresistible. The villain knew that there 
could be no great punishment for letting go a captive 
who could at any time be taken again. He would 
risk the chances of his captain’s displeasure for such 
a sum. His captain might have reasons for not 
dealing too severely with him. The purse was paid, 
and the lady was allowed to go. 

She was to close the door, locking it from the in- 
side, as though she had escaped by flight ; and this 
direction of Jose was followed to the letter. 

As Eoblado crossed the bridge he was met ty the 

soldier, who, bieathless and stammering, announced 
that the fair prisoner had got into the house* She 
had slipped from his side and ran off. Had it been 
an ordinary captive, he could have fired upon her, 
out he was unable to overtake her until she had 
passed the door, which was closed and locked before 

be could get near ' 
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was pa illy true. The wounding of Carlos by Roblado 
was an addition to the truth, intended to give a 
little eclat to the latter, for it became known after- 
wards that the cibolero had escaped without even a 

scratch. 

People wondered why the outlaw should have ven- 
tured to approach the town, knowing as he did that 
there was a price upon his head. Some very power- 
ful motive must have drawn him thither. The mo- 
tive soon became known, — the whole story leaked 
out ; and then, indeed, did scandal enjoy a feast. 
Catalina had been for some time the acknowledged 
belle of the place, and, what with envious women 
and jealous men, she was now treated with slight 

. The very blackest construction was 
put upon her ‘ compromisa.’ It was worse even 
than a mesalliance . The ‘ society’ were horrified at 

her conduct in stooping to intimacy with a ‘ lepero ; * 
while even the lepero class, itself fanatically reli- 
gious, condemned her for her association with ‘ un 
asesino,* but, still worse, a ‘ heretico ’ ! 

The excitement produced by this new affair was 
great indeed, — a perfect panic. The cibolero’s head 
rose in value, like the funds. The magistrates and 

principal men assembled in the Casa de Cabildo. A 

new proclamation was drawn out, A larger sum was 

offered for the capture of Carlos, and the document 

was rendered still stronger by a declaration of severe 
punishment to all who should give him food or pro- 
tection. If captured beneath the roof of any citizen 

■ 

who had voluntarily sheltered him, the latter was to 
suffer full confiscation of his property, besides such 
♦urtfcer punishment as might be fixed upon 
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troop, that the cibolcro could have put a considerable 
body of them to flight only by showing himself ! 
But in addition to the skill, strength, and daring 

which he had in reality exhibited — in addition to the 
exaggeration of those qualities by the fancy — the 
soldiers as well as people had become possessed with 
a strange belief — that was, that the cibolero was 
under the protection of his mother — under the pro 
tection of the * diablo * — in other words, that he was 

bewitched , and therefore invincible ! Some asserted 
that he was impervious to shot, spear, or sabre. 
Those who had fired their carbines at him while on 
the bridge fully believed this. They were ready to 
swear — each one of them — that they had hit the cibo- 
lero, and must have killed him had he not been under 
supernatural protection ! 

Wonderful stories now circulated among the sol- 
diers and throughout the settlement. The cibolero 
was seen everywhere, and always mounted on his 

coal-black horse, who shared his supernatural fame. 
He had been seen riding along the top of the cliffs at 

full gallop, and so close to their edge that he might 
have blown the stump of his cigar into the valley 
below ! Others had met him in the night on lonely 

oaths amid the chapparal, and according to them his 
face and hands had appeared red and luminous as 
coals of fire ! He had been seen on the high plains 

by the hateros — on the cliff of ‘ La Nina’ — in many 
parts of the valley; but no one had ventured near 
enough to exchange words with him. Every one had 
fled or shunned him. It was even asserted that he 
bad been seen crossing the little bridge that led out 
of Don Ambrosio’s garden, and thus brought down a 
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the other. The lieutenants, Yanez and Ortiga, with 
their following of troopers, Avere on the scout and 
look-out from morning till night, and from one day's 
end to the other. The spies that were thickly set in 
all parts where there was a probability he might ap- 
pear, could see nothing of Carlos ! To-day he Avas 
reported here, to-morrow there ; but on tracing these 
reports to their sources, it usually turned out that 
some ranchero with a black horse had been taken for 
him ; and thus the troopers were led from place to 
place, and misled by false reports, until both horses 
and men were nearly worn out in the hopeless pur- 
suit. This, however, had become the sole duty on 

which the soldiers were employed — as the Coman 
dante had no idea of giving up the chase so long as 

there Avas a trooper left to take the trail. 

One place Avas closely watched both by day and by 
night. It AA r as Avatched by soldiers disguised, and 
also by spies employed for the purpose. This was 

the rancho of tlie cibolero himself. Tho disguised 
soldiers and spies were placed around it, in such po- 
sitions that they could see every movement that took 
place outside the walls without being iliemselA'es 

seen. These positions they held during the day, 
taking others at night ; and the surA T eillance Avas thus 

continual, by these secret sentries relieving one 

another. Should the cibolero appear, it was not the 
duty of the spies to attack him. They were only to 

communicate Avith a troop — kept in readiness not fir 

off — that thus insured a sufficient force for the object. 

The mother and sister of the cibolero had returned 
to liA r e in the rancho. The peons had re-roofed and 
repaired it — an easv task, as the Avails had not been 



nil-: WHITE CHIEF 



injured by the fire. It was now as comfortable a 

dwelling as ever. 

The mother and sister were not molested — -in fact* 
they were supposed to know nothing of the fact that 
eyes were continually upon them. But there was a 
design in this toleration. They were to be narrowly 
watched in their movements. They were never to 
leave the rancho without being closely followed, and 
the circumstance of their going out reported to the 

leader of the ambushed troop at the moment of its 
occmTence. These orders were of the strictest kind, 

and their disobedience threatened with severe punish- 
ment. 
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the 

the 


eyes 

girl 


of 


everybody besides! 


He 



icenza can 


wel l 



no belief that, knowing all 


this 


testify. 

. he would 


have 

knows 
Now. 



leav 


i 


them for any lengthened 

fellow is as 


pe rio d 





hat I do believe 


is 


that 


the 


* 


trap 

can 


> 


knows 

it. 


help 


the 

He 


bait 




cunning 
and 


as a 


coyote \ 


sees 


our 


won 


7 



be 


if 




1 




not 


far 


off 




and 


J 


caught 
through these 


accursed peons of his, communicates with 

regularly and continually.’ 




women 


4 


AY hat can be done ? 


7 


4 



have been thinking 


I 
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4 If we stop the peons from going back and fortli 
they would be sure to know the trap that was set 
around them.’ 

‘ Exactly so, Comandante. That would never do.' 

‘ Have you considered any other plan ? 5 
‘ Partly I have.’ 

‘ Let us hear it ! * 

* It is this. Some of these peons regularly visit 
the fellow in his lair. I feel certain of it. Of course 
they have been followed, but only in daylight, ami 
then they are found to be on their ordinary business. 
Put there is one of them who goes abroad at night ; 
and all attempts at following him have proved abor- 
tive. He loses himself in the chapparal paths in 
spite of the spies. That is why I am certain he visits 

the cibolero.’ 

‘ It seems highly probable.’ 

‘ Now if we can find one who could e’ther follow 
this fellow or track him — but there’s tko difficulty. 
We are badly off for a good tracker. There is not 

one in the whole troop . 5 

‘ There are other ciboleros and hunters in the val- 
ley. Why not procure one of them ? ’ 

4 True, we might — there are none of them over 

well disposed to the outlaw — so it is said. But I fear 

there is none of them fit, that is, none who combines 
both the skill and the courage necessary for this pur- 
pose — for both are necessary. They hate the fellow 
enough, but they fear him as well. Thero is one 
whom I have heard of, — in fact know something of 

him, — who would be the very man for us. lie not 
only would not fear an encounter with the cibolero, 
but would hardly shun one with the devil ; and, as 



TIIE WHITE CHIEF 


311 

for his skill iu all sorts cf Indian craft, his reputa- 
tion among his kind is even greater than fhflt of Carlos 

(iimself/ 

' Who is he ? ’ 

* I should say there are two of them, for the two 
always go together ; one is a mulatto, who has for- 
merly been a slave among the Americanos. lie is now 
a runaway, and therefore hates everything that re- 
minds him of his former masters. Among other 
souvenirs, as I am told, he hates our ci bolero with a 
good stout hatred. This springs partly from the 
feeling already mentioned, and partly from the 
rivalry of hunter-fame. So much in our favour. The 
alter ego of the mulatto is a man of somewhat kindred 

race, a zambo from the coast near Matamoras or Tam- 
pico How he strayed this way no one knows, but it 
is a good while ago, and the mulatto and he have for 
long been shadows of each other ; live together, hunt 
together, and fight for one another. Both are power- 
ful men, and cunning as strong ; but the mulatto is 
the zambo’s master in every thing, villany not ex- 
cepted. Neither is troubled with scruples. They 
would be the very men for our purpose/ 

‘ And why not get them at once ? ’ 

* Therein lies the difficulty — unfortunately they 
are not here at present. They are off upon a hunt. 

They are hangers-on of the mission, occasionally em- 
ployed by the padres in procuring venison and other 
game . 

‘ Now it seems that the stomachs of our good ab- 
stemious fathers have lately taken a fancy to buffalo 
tongue cured in a certain way, which can only bo 
tkme when the animal is fresh killed. In order to 
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of the cibolero, to which he had given expression 
upon the evening of the dinner-party, — although he 
assigned no cause for his hostility. It could not have 
been because he regarded them as 1 heretic os,’ for, 
though the Padre Joaquin was loud in his denuncia- 
tions of all who were outside the pale of the Church, 

yet in his own heart he cared but little about such 
things. His zeal for religion was sheer hypocrisy 
and worldly cunning. There was no vice practised 
in the settlement in which Padre Joaquin did not 
take a leading part. An adroit monte player he was — • 
ready to do a little cheating upon occasions — a capital 
judge of game ‘ gallos/ ever ready to stake his onzas 
upon a ‘main/ In addition to these accomplish- 
ments, the padre boasted of others. In his cups, — 

and this was nothing unusual, — he was in the habit 
of relating the liaisons and amourettes of his earlier life, 
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challenged the padre. 

‘ I won’t bet, father ; yon always win.’ 

‘ Come ! you’d be glad to give an onza for my 

news.’ 

1 What news ? — what news ? ’ asked the officers at 
once, and with hurried impatience of manner. 

‘ Another cup of Bordeos, or I choke ! The dust 

of that road is worse than purgatory. Ah ! this is a 
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we 


have 


been 


thinking about^the very business 


for 


which I was about to seek you 


t 



You 


had 


good 


reason 


7 


cavalleros 


In 


my opinion, 



f 



the best course to be followed 


J 


i 


But 


w 


ill 


your 


hunters 


go 


willingly 


to 


work 



They are free men, and may not like 
dangerous an enterprise.’ 

i Dangerous!’ repeated 


to 


en^aue 


© 


© 


in 


so 


the 


padre 


{ 



The 


will 


be 


no 


obstacle 


to 


them 


y 




promise 


you 


4 


danger 

They 


have the courage of lions and the agility of tisrers 





You need not fear that danger will stand in the way. 




i 


You think 


7 


then 


7 


they will be disposed to 




7 


i 


They are disposed 



have 


sounded them. 


They 


Lave 


some reasons 


of 


their 


own 


for 


not 


cibolero 


too 


dearly 


7 


and 


therefore 


7 


loving 
cavalleros. 


th 





you: 


won’t require to 


use 


much 


persuasion 


on 


scor^ 



fancy you’ll find them ready enough 


y 


for 


been 


reading 


the 


proclamation 


7 


and 


7 




that 

they 

mistake not 


have 


I 


have 


been 


promises 

will 



turning over 
holds 


m 


their 


thoughts 


the 


out 


Make 


it 


sure 


to 


be 


well 


they 

the cibolero’s ears 


rewarded 




and 


they 


) 



them 

bring 


fine 

that 


you 


or 


his 


scalp 


7 


or his whole carcase 


7 



you prefer it, in less than three 


days 


from 


the 


pre* 


sent time ! 


They 


7 



track him down, I warrant. 


7 


i 


Should we send some 


troopers 


along 


with 


them 



The cibolero 


may not 


be 


alone. 






have 


reason 


to 


believe he has a half-blood with him 



sort 


of 


right- 


hand 

quite 


man 


of 


his 


own 


and with this help he may 




L 



match for your hunters. 


J 


i 


Not 


likely 



they are very demonios . But you can 


3onsult 

whether 


themselves 


about 


that. 


they 


They will know best 


need 


assistance. 


That is 


their 


own 



7 


cavalleros. 


Let 



4 


cm decide 


7 
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‘ Sliall we send for them ? or will yon send them 

to us ? ’ inqiiired Roblado. 

■ 

4 Bo you not think i t would be better for one of 
you to go to them ? The matter should be managed 
privately. If they make their appearance here, and 
hold an interview with either of you, your business 
with them will be suspected, and perchance get 

known to him. If it should reach his ears that these 

■ 

fellows are after him, their chances of taking him 
would be greatly diminished.’ 

‘ You are right, father,’ said Roblado. 4 How can 
we communicate with these fellows privately ? ’ 

‘Nothing easier than that, capitan. Go to their 
house — I should rather say to their hut — for they 

live in a sort of hovel by the rocks. The place is 
altogether out of the common track. No one will be 
likely to see you on your visit. You must pass 

through a . narrow road in the chapparal ; but I 

shall send you a guide who knows the spot, and he 
will conduct you. I think it like enough the fellows 
will be expecting you, as 1 hinted to them to stay at 
home — that possibly they might be wanted. No 

doubt you’ll find them there at this moment/ 

‘ When can you send up the guide ? ’ 

‘ He is here now — my own attendant will do. He 
is below in the court — you need lose no time.’ 

‘ No. Roblado,* added the Comandante, 1 your 
horse is ready — you cannot do better than go at 

once/ 

4 Then go I shall : your guide, padre ? ’ 

‘ Esteban ! Hola ! Esteban ! ’ cried the t>adr£, leant 

Ing over the wall. 

4 Aqui, Senov’ answered a voice. 
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quented route. Indeed, the general track of travel 
that led along tlie bottom line of the bluffs did not 
approach within several hundred yards of this point, 
in consequence of the indentation or bay in which 
the hut was placed. Moreover, the thick chapparal 

screened it from observation on one side, while the 
cliffs shut it in upon the other. 

Behind the house — that is, at the hinder end of it 

■ — was a small corral , its walls rudely constructed 
with fragments of rock. In this stood three lean and 

sore-backed mules, and a brace of mustangs no better 
off. There was a field adjoining the corral, or what 
had once been a field, but from neglect had run into 

a bed of grass and weeds. A portion of it, however, 
showed signs of cultivation — a patch here and there 
— on which stood some maize-plants, irregularly set 

and badly hoed, and between their stems tlie trailing 

tendrils of tlie melon and calabash. It was a true 

squatter's plantation. 

Around the door lay half-a-dozen wolfish-looking 
dogs ; and under the shelter of the overhanging rock, 
two or three old pack-saddles rested upon the ground. 
Upon a horizontal pole two riding saddles were set 
^stride — old, worn, and tom — and from the same pole 

Jung a pair of bridles, and some st rings of jerked 
meat and pods of chil6 pepper. 

Inside the house might have been seen a couple of 

Indian women, not over cleanly in their appearance, 
engaged in kneading coarse bread and stewing 
tasajo. A fire burnt against the rock, between two 
stones — earthen pots and gourd dishes lay littered 
over the floor. 

The walls were garnished with ho V vs, quivers, feud 
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skins of animals, and a pair of embankments of stones 
and mud, one at each corner of the room — there was 
but one room — served as bedstead and beds. A brace 
of long spears rested in one corner, alongside a rifle 
and a Spanish escopeta ; and above hung a machete or 

sword-knife, with powder-horns, pouches, and other 
equipments necessary to a hunter of the Eocky Moun - 
tains. There were nets and other implements for 

fishing and taking small game, and these constituted 
the chief furniture of the hovel. All these things 

O 

Eoblado might have seen by entering the hut ; but he 
did not enter, as the men he was in search of chanced 
to be outside — the mulatto lying stretched along the 
ground, and the zambo swinging in a hammock 
between two trees, according to the custom of his 
native country — the coast-lands of the tierra caliente. 

The aspect of these men, that would have been 
displeasing to almost any one else, satisfied Eoblado. 
They were just the men for his work. He had seen 

both before, but had never scrutinised them till now ; 
and, as he glanced at their bold swarth faces and 
brawny muscular frames, he thought to himself, 

‘ These are just the fellows to deal w*ith the cibolero.* 
A formidable pair they looked. Each one of them, 
so far as appearance went, might with safety assail an 
antagonist like the cibolero — for either of them was 

bigger and bulkier than he. 

The mulatto was the taller of the two. He was 

also superior in strength, courage, and sagacity. A 

more unamiable countenance it would have boen 

difficult to meet in all that land, without appealing to 
that of the zambo. There you found its parallel. 

The skin of the former was dull yellow in colour, 
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e 


w 




lL 



road 


) 


Man 


? 




f 




inquired the 


zambo 


as 


they 


parted from the hut ; ‘ straight down to the Pecos ? 


r 


‘ No, 

m aking 
after 


Pepe 

down 


boy : 


must 


climb 


1 


go 


round 


Seei 



send 


him 


valley, 

word we're 


somebody guess 


what 




we re 


we not grow 


rich 


coming 


He 


suspect 


so 


easily 




must get up by old 


trad 



cross to dry gully — down that to Pecos 



Tak 



longer — make things surer, boy Pepe 







Carrambo ! 1 exclaimed 


climb. 


My 


poor 


beast 


Pepe 


t 




* 




murderous 


* 



so 


jaded 


with 


the 


buffalo 


ru nmng 


, that hell scarce get up. Carrai! 
After a short ride through the thicket 


J 


and 


the bottom of the cliffs 




they 



ravine 


sloped to the upper 


along 

arrived at a point where 

bottom 


plain. 


Up the 


of this ravine was a difficult pass — difficult on account 


of its steepness. Any other horses 


than 


mountain 


reared mustangs would 


have 


refused 





but 


these 


can 


climb like 


cats 



Even the 


dogs 


could 


scarcely 


crawl up thia ascent. In spite of its almost vertical 
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Must rot forget capture - not kill— leave that to 
them, !No use track Anton — know where t’othei 
keeps. If didn’t know that, then might track 
Anton.’ 

4 Can’t we get near the cave in daylight, Man’l ? 

I don’t have a good memory of the place.’ 

4 Mile — no nearer — unless ho sleep — when sleep ? 
Tell me that, boy Pepe ! 5 

4 And suppose he he awake ? ’ 

4 See us enter the canon, mile off — jump into saddle, 
pass up to plain above — maybe three days before find 
him again — maybe not find at all, boy Pepe.’ 

4 Well, brother Man’l — I have a plan. Let us get 

near the mouth of the canon, and hide outside of it 
till night — then as soon as it is dark creep into where 
it narrows. lie will come down that way to go out. 
What then ? we can have a shot at him as he passes ! ’ 

4 Pooh, boy Pepe ! * Think lose chance of half 
reward — risk whole by shot in dark ? Dam ! no — 

have whole or none — set us up for life — take him 
alive, take him alive, sure.’ 

4 Well then/ rejoined the zambo, 1 let him pass out 
of the canon, and when he’s gone clear out of reach 
we can go up, get into the cave, and wait his return. 

What say you to that ? ’ 

4 Talk sense now, boy Pepe — something like plan 
about that — what we do — but not go inside canon till 
guero clear away. Only near enough see him go out, 
then for cave — right plan to take him. Sun neaj 
3 own, time we start — come ! 1 

1 > amot ! ' 
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The man-hunters at length reached their destination , 
and, having led their horses in among the loose 
boulders, fastened them securely. They then crept up 
through crevices in the rocks, until they had reached 
the crest of the ridge. From this point they commanded 
a view of the whole mouth of the land-bay, about three 
hundred yards in width, so that no object, such as a 
man or horse, could pass out or in without their 
observing it — unless the night should chance to be 
very dark indeed. But they expected moonlight, by 

the help of which not even a cat could enter the 

■ 

ravine without their seeing it. 

Having found a spot to their liking, they lay dowm, 
wdth their bodies concealed from any one who might 

be passing on the plain below either in front of or 
behind them. Their horses w r ere already hidden 
among the large masses of rock. 

To the minds of both their purposed plan of action 

was clearly understood. They had their reasons for 
believing that the cibolero, during his period of out- 
lawry, was dwelling in a cave that opened into this 
ravine, and w T hich was well known to the mulatto ; 
that Carlos came out in the night, and approached the 
settlements — the place was but ten miles from his 
owtl rancho — and that he was met somewdiere by 
Antonio, "who gave him information of what was 
going on, bringing him provisions at the same time. 

It was their intention to wait until Carlos should 
pass out, then occupy the cave themselves, and attack 
him on his return. True they might have waylaid him 
on his going forth, hut that might result in a failure. 
Catch him they could not while mounted. They 
might have crept near enough to get a shot at hitr * 
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They certainly had taken measures that promised 

it, supposing their hypothesis to be correct — that is, 
supposing the cibolero to be in the cave at that 
moment, and that during the night he should come 
out of the ravine. 

They were soon to know — the sun had aliC 
gone down. They would not have long to watch. 


CHAPTER LIII. 

Carlos was in the cave, and at that very moment. 
Ever since the affair at the Presidio he had made it 

his dwelling, his ‘ lair,’ and for reasons very similar 

to those which the mulatto had imparted to his com- 
panion. It afforded him a safe retreat, and at a con- 
venient distance from his friends in the valley. Out 
of the ravine he could pass with safety by night, re- 
turning before day. During the day he slept. Ho 
had little fear of being tracked thither by the troopers ; 
but even had they done so, his cave entrance com- 
manded a full view of the ravine to its mouth at 
nearly a mile’s distance, and any one approaching 

from that direction could be perceived long before 
they were near. If a force of troopers should enter 
by the mouth of the ravine, though both sides were 
inaccessible cliffs, the cibolero had his way of escape. 

As already stated, a narrow pass, steep and difficult, 
led from the upper end of the gully to tlio plain 

above. Steep and difficult as it was, it could be 
scaled by the black horse ; and, once on the wide 
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plain of tlie Llano Estacado, Carlos could laugli a* 
Ins soldier-pursuers* 

The only time his enemies could have reached him 
would be during his hours of sleep, or after darkness 

had fallen. But Carlos was not afraid even then. He 
went to sleep with as much unconcern as if he had 
been surrounded by a body-guard ! This is explained 

by a knowledge of the fact that he had his guard — t 

faithful guard — the dog Cibolo ; for although Ciboi 

had received some lance-thrusts in his last territ^ 
encounter, he had escaped without any fatal wound. 

He was still by the side of his master. While the 
latter slept the sagacious animal sat upon the ledge, 
and watched the ravine below. The sight of a sol- 
dier’s uniform would have raised the hair along 
Cibolo’s back and drawn from him the warning growl. 
Even in the darkness no one could have got within 
several hundred yards of the cave without attracting 
the notice of the dog, who would have given liis 
master time to get off from the most rapid pursuers. 

The cave was a large one, large enough to hold 
both men and horses. Water, pure crystal water, 
-dripped from the rocks near its inner end, and lay 
■collected in a tank, that from its round bowl-like 
shape seemed to have been fashioned by the hand of 
man. But it was not so. Kature had formed this 
bowl and filled it with choicest water. Such a for- 
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way S 



Neither entertained 


any 


idea 


of 


following 


such 



course. Both were confident in 


their 


ability to 


effect 


their object without aid from any quarter 



rock 


From the time they had taken 

, half-an-hour was all they 


their 


station on 


had 


to 


wait. 


At 


the 

th 



end of that period the quick ears of 
sound of some 


both 


caught the 


one 


com in or from 


the 


direction 


of 


the 


ravine. They heard a horse s hoof striking upon loose 
shingle, and the rattling of the displaced pebbles. A 
ddbris of broken fragments filled the bottom of the 
ravine, brought there during rain-torrents. Over this 
ran the path. A horseman was coming down it. 

£ The giiero ! * muttered the mulatto ; e be sure, boy 
Pepe.’ 

1 Trust you for a guess, brother Man*l : you were 
right about the tracks we first fell in with. The cave's 
his hiding-place to a certainty. We’ll have him sure 
when he comes back. Carrai! yonder he comes I* 

As the zambo spake, a tall dark form was perceived 
approaching down the ravine. By the moon gleam- 
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ing upon it, they could make out the figure of a horse 
and. rider. They had no longer any doubt it was 
their intended victim. 

‘ Brother Man 1 , ’ whispered the zambo, f suppose 
he passes near ! why not bring down the horse ? you 
can’t miss in this fine light— both of us can aim at the 
horse ; if we stop him we’ll easily overtake the guero.’ 

‘ Won’t do, boy Pepe — not easily overtake guero 
a -foot. Get off among rocks — hide for days — can’t 
track him a-foot — be on his guard after — give ua 
trouble — old plan best — let pass — have him safe when 
he come back — have him sure. 

‘ But Man’l ' 

‘ Dam ! no need for buts — alwa} r s in a hurry, boy 
Pepe — have patience— no buts, no fear. See, now ! ’ 

This last exclamation was intended to point out to 
Pepe that his suggestion, even though a wise one, 
could not have been carried out, as the horseman was 
not going to pass within range of either rifle or 
escopeta. 

It was plain he was heading down the middle of 
the canon, keeping equally distant from the sides, 
and this course would carry him out into the open 

plain two hundred yards from the ambush of the 

hunters. 

So did it, for in a few moments he was opposite the 
spot where they lay, and at full that distance from 
them. A shot from a hunter’s rifle would not have 
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splendid dog, boy Pepe. Dam ! that dog give us 
trouble. Lucky, wind t’other way. Safe enough 
now. Dam ! see ! 5 

At this moment the horseman suddenly stopped, 
looking suspiciously in the direction of the rocky 

spur where they lay. The dog had given some sign. 

4 Dam ! ’ again muttered the mulatto ; ‘ that dog 
give us trouble yet — thank our luck, wind t; other 
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now satisfied that the place was untenanted, he came 
out again, and beckoned his comrade to bring up the 

horses. 

These were led into the cave. Another recon 
naissance was made, in which the few articles used 
by Carlos for eating and sleeping were discovered 
upon a dry ledge. A serape, a small hatchet for cut- 
ting firewood, an olla for cooking, two or three cups, 

some pieces of jerked meat and fragments of bread, 
were the contents of the cavern. 

The best of these were appropriated by the in- 
truders ; and then, after fastening their horses in a 
secure corner, and making themselves thoroughly 

acquainted with the shape and position of the rocky 
interior, the light was extinguished, and, like beast* 
of prey, they placed themselves in readiness to re 
ceive their unsuspecting victim. 
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At various times of late had his thoughts reverted 

to these men. He knew them well, and knew the 
hostile feelings with which both, but particularly 
tho mulatto, regarded him. He thought of the pro- 
bability of their being set upon his trail, and he knew 
their capability to follow it. This had made him 

more uneasy than all the scouting of the dragoons 

with their unpractised leaders. He was aware that, 
if the cunning mulatto and his scarce less sagacious 

comrade were sent after him, his cave would not 

shelter him long, and there would be an end to his 
easy communication with the settlement. 

These thoughts were sources of uneasiness; and 
would have been still more so, had he not believed 

that the hunters were absent upon the plains. Under 
this belief ho had hopes of being able to settle his 

affairs and get off before their return. That morning, 

nowever, his hopes had met with discouragement. 

It was a little after daylight when he returned to 
his hiding-place. Antonio, watched closely by the 
spies, had not been able to reach the rendezvous until 

a late hour, — hence the detention of Carlos. On 
going back to his cave he had crossed a fresh trail 
coming in from the northern end of the Llano Esta- 
cado. It was a trail of horses, mules, and dogs ; and 
Carlos, on scrutinising it, soon acquainted himself 
with the number of each that had passed. He knew 
it was tho exact number of these animals possessed 
by the yellow hunter and his comrade ; and this 
startled him with the suspicion that it was the return 
trail of these men from their hunt upon the prairies l 

A further examination quite assured him of the 

truth of this. The footprints of one of the dogs 
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his caution, and his mind was now bent with ail its 
energies upon the craft of taking care of himself. 

Had he contemplated an_ open fight, even with the 
two strong men who were seeking him, he would 
have been less uneasy about the result ; but he knew 
that, strong as they were, these ruffians would not 

attack him without some advantage. They would 
make every effort to surprise him asleep, or otherwise 

take him unawares Against their wiles he had now 

to guard himself. 

He rode slowly back to the ravine, his thoughts all 
the while busied about the yellow hunter and his 

companion. 

4 They must know of the cave,’ so ran his reflec- 
tions. ‘ Their following my trail yesterday is an 

evidence that they suspected something in the direc- 
tion of the ravine. They had no doubt heard of laitj 

If 

affairs before getting so far. Some hatero on the outer 

plains has told them all, very like ; well, what then ? 
They have hastened on to the mission. Ha ! the 
.Pftdrd Joaquin took the boy over to the Presidio. I 
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if awake and watching. At night, of ^otrr^e, it wa& 
different, and the security then afforded depended 
upon the degreo of darkness. 

The ‘ raotte’ at which the cibolero had arrived was 

far apart from any of the others, and commanded a 

view of the river bottom on both sides for more than 
a mile's distance. The grove itself was but a few 
acres in size, but the fringe of willows running along 
the stream at both ends gave it, when viewed from a 
distance, the appearance of a wood of larger dimen- 
sions. It stood upon the very bank of the stream, 
and the selvedge of willows looked like its prolonga- 
tion. These, however, reached but a few feet from 
the water's edge, while the grove timber ran out 

several hundred yards into the plain. 

About this grove there was a peculiarity. Its cen- 
tral part was not timbered, but open, and covered 
only with a smooth sward of gramma-grass. It was, 
in fact, a glade, nearly circular in shape, and about 
a hundred yards in diameter. On one side of this 
glade the river impinged, its bank being almost a 

tangent line to it. Here there was a gap in the 
timber, so that out of the glade could be obtained a 
view of the bottom on the other side of the stream. 
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given to liis master. Should he enter it before th« 
latter had got near, the chances were that their am- 
buscade would prove a failure. On the other hand, 
should the dog remain in the rear, all would go right. 
Even should he approach at the same time with his 
master, so that the latter might get near without 
being alarmed, there would still be a chance of their 
rushing out upon and shooting either horse or rider. 

Thus reasoned these two treacherous ruffians in the 
interim of the cibolero’s absence. 

They had not yet seated themselves in the posi- 
tions they designed to take by the entrance of the 
cave. They could occupy these at a moment’s warn- 
ing. They stood under the shadow of the rocks, 
keeping watch down the ravine. They knew they 
might be a long time on their vigil, and they made 
themselves as comfortable as possible by consuming 
the meagre stock of provisions which the cibolero 
had left in the cave. The mulatto, to keep out the 
cold, had thrown the newly appropriated blanket 
upon his shoulders. A gourd of chingarito, which 
they had taken care to bring with them, enabled 
them to pass the time cheerfully enough. The only 
drawback upon their mirth was the thought of the 
dog Cibolo, which every now and again intruded 
itself upon the mind of the yellow hunter, as well ai> 
upon that of his darker confrere. 

Their vigil was shorter than either had anticipated, 
They fancied that their intended victim might make 
a long ride of it — perhaps to the borders of the settle 
ment — that he might have business that would detain 
him, and that it might bo near morning before h{ 

vould get back. 
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The zambo was of opinion it would be useless to go 

farther that night — they had no chance of coming u 


with 


the cibolero before 



morning 


m 


daylight 


the’ 





would more easily make out his trail. 


4 Boy Pepe 

observations. 

all. 


) 


fool ! 


y 


was the mulatto’s reply to thes 





c r 


Brack 



day 1 ight 


be 


seen 


£ 


fool Pepe ! ’ 

Then what way, brother Man 


spoil 


y 



0 

4 





Dam ! forgot bloodhound ? Trail by night fast 



ride 


soon overtake gtiero 


y 




But 


5 


brother 


'Man 





y 


he 


) 



of ten 


leagues 


from here ! 


not going to stop short 
AVe can’t come up with 


him to-night 


y 


can we 



i 


i 


Fool again, boy Pepe ! Stop within 


ten 


miles 



stop because won’t think of bloodhound 


can 


devil 


trail 


V 


lm 


stop 


j 


sure 



thought he would 


Dam! 

dam ! ’ 


that 


won 

dog 


y 



think 

played 


£ 


4 


y 


4 


Malraya ! he won’t trouble us any more 


AYhy think that, boy Pepe r 
Why, 


J 



brother 


Man’l ! because 



had 


into him. 

: Dam 


He’ 

wish 



not limp much farther 


my 


blade 


y 



warrant 


y 



could 


think 


so 


if 


could 


think 


so 


1 



give 


double 


onza. 


But 


for 


But for dog 


y 


get 


don 


f 



say 




suspect us 

By mighty 


don 


4 


How 


> 


brother 


guero 
yet 

God 
Man’l ? 


before 


dog 


have 


* 4 


guero 


now 



sun 


up 


y 



suspect 


. Stop 

hound 


soon 


stop 


y 



sure 


3 



T 


OH 


think he 


y 



not go 


far 


off? 


y 


£ 


Sure of it. Guero not ride far — nowhere tc go 



soon trail 




lm 


find 


? 


1m 


asle ep 


crawl 


on 


> 


lm 


but for 


dog 


-crawl on lm sure. 


y 


4 


If 


you 


think 


so 


* 


then 



don 


y 



believe 


you 


need 


Iron 






le 


yourself about 


the 


do 


S' 


If he lives twenty 
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to take other measures 



Diverging 


from 


hunter 

distance 


rode 

from 


in a 


the 


his 

circle 

edge 


fo rwar d 


course 


7 


the 



ellow 


T 



* 


V 


eepmg 


at 


about 


the 


same 


of 


the 


timber. 


He 


was 


fol 



lowed by his companion and the dogs 


A V lien opposite 


the 


g a P 


made 




the 


avenue 


) 



bright blaze struck suddenly 


upon 


their 


eyes 




causing 


botli 


to 


rein 


up 


with 


an 


exclamation 


of 


surprise. 


They had arrived at 



glade 


7 


point commanding a view of the 

in the centre of which they perceived a large fire ! 


I 


Told 


so 


7 


dream 


could 


boy 

trail 



good fire — believe 


to 

cunning place 


ope 

bin; 

safe 


fool 


7 



by 

enough 


asleep 




night — don 


4 


onaer 


like 


never 



I 



Know that 



mxiv see 


mJ 


fire 


from 


cold 

glade 


two 


points 


4 


na 




r 


onder horse 1 ' 


The 


figuro 


o 


of 



horse standing 


neai 


the 


fire 


was 


plainly 


discernible under the light 




A 



bb<5 
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Vvhat had ho heard? Some wild beast moving 
near ? 

No, not a wild beast — worse than that. 

■ 

Upon the southern edge of the glade a face looked 
out from the underwood — a human face ! It remained 
but a moment, and was then drawn back behind the 
leaves. That face coiild easily have been recognised. 

Its yellow complexion, conspicuous under the glare 
of the blazing Avood, told to Avhom it belonged. It 

was the face of Manuel the mulatto. 

For some moments it remained behind the leafv 
screen. Then it was protruded as before, and close 

beside it another face of darker hne. Both were 
turned in the same direction. Both regarded the 
prostrate form by the fire, that still appeared to be 

sound asleep ! The eyes of both were gleaming Avith 
malignant triumph. Success seemed certain — their 
victim was at length within their power ! 

The faces were again withdrawn, and for a minute 

neither sound nor sight gave any indication of their 
presence. At the end of that minute, however, the 

head of the mulatto was again protruded, but this 
time at a different point, close to the surface of the 
ground, and where there was an opening in the 
underwood. 

In a moment more his whole body was drawn 

through, and appeared in a recumbent position Avithin 
the glade. 

The head and body of the zambo followed; and 
both now glided silently over the grass in the direc- 
tion of the sleeper. Flat upon their bellies, like a 

pair of huge lizards, they moved, one following in 
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master Iiad 

do. 


no time for that. 


He 


had other work tc 


which would occupy him for the next hour. 


With 



himself on the 


slack bridle 

sward. 


his 


horse was 


left 


to 


refresh 


execution 


of 



design 


while Carlos proceeded 

had been matured 


to 


that 


m 


the 

his 


mind during his long gallop. 


His 


first act 


was 


to 


make 


a 


fire 


The 


chill enough to give excuse for 


grown 

kindled near the centre 


one 


ni ght 

. It 


had 


was 


of the 


glade 


Dry logs and 



branches were found among the underwood, and thes< 

until 


were brought forward and heaped upon the pile 


7 


the flames blazed 


up 


7 


illuming 


the 


glade 


to 


its 


very 




circumference. The huge pitaliayas, gleaming in the 


red 


light 


7 


looked 


like 


c olu mil s 


of 


stone 




and 


upon 


these the eyes of the eibolero were now 


turned 



Proceeding towards them 
menced cutting through the 
its tall form was 


> 


knife 


m 


hand 


* 


he 


com 


stem 


of the la-rerest 




7 


and 


soon 


When down 


7 


he hewed 


laid prostrate 


upon 


the 


grass 



pieces of various 


len 


nr 


th 


both 
. and 


stem 

then 


and 


branches 


into 


to 


the 


side 


of 


the 


fire 



Surely 


he 


did 


or 


ed them 


not 


mean 


np 

to 


add them to the pile ! These green succulent masses 
would be more likely to subdue the flame than contri 
bute to its brilliancy 

he 


I 


Carlos had no such intention. On the contrary 


7 


placed the pieces several feet from the fire 



7 


ar rail firmer 


& 


& 


them 
possibl 


m 


such 



manner 


as 


to 


i mitate 


1 


as 





j 


the form and dimensions 


nearly 


as 


of 


a 



au man 


body 



and 


two 


Two cylindrical pieces served for the thighs, 
more for the arms, and these were laid in the attitude 


tha 




would naturally be adopt 


n 



d bv 



1 / 


person m repose 


or asleep. The superior shoulder was represented by 


the 


t 


elbow 




of 


the plant ; and when the whol 


i 



st.mo- 
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if they did — but no — they’ll come along the bank by 
the willows — yes; sure to do so: — now for Cibolo.’ 

He glanced for a moment at the dog, that was still 
lying where he had been placed. 

( Poor fellow T ! he has had it in earnest. He’ll carry 
the marks of their cowardly knives for the rest of hia 
days. Well — he may live long enough to know that 
he has been avenged — yes ! that may he. But what 
shall I do with him 1 * 

After considering a minute, he continued : — 

£ Carrambo ' ? lose time. There’s a half-hour gone, 
and if they’ve followed at all 
time. Follow they can with their long- eared brute, 

and I hope he’ll guide them true. What can I do 

with Cibolo % If I tie him at the root of the tree, he’ll 
lie quiet enough, poor brute ! But then, suppose they 
should come this way ! I don’t imagine they will. I 
shouldn’t if I were in their place ; but suppose they 
should, the dog would be seen, and might lead them 
to suspect something wrong. They might take a fancy 

to glance up the tree, and then— No, no, it won’t 
do — something else must be done with Cibolo.’ 

Here he approached the root of the live oak, and 

looked inquiringly up among its branches. 

■ 

After a moment he seemed to be satisfied with his 
scrutiny. He had formed a new resolution. 

i It will do,’ he muttered. 1 The dog can lie upon 
those vines. I’ll plait them a little for him, and cover 
them with moss.’ 

Saying this, he caught hold of the lower limbs, and 

sprang up into the tree. 
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After dragging down some of the cieeping vines, he 
twined them between the forks of a branch, so as to 
form a little platform. He next tore off several 

bunches of the tillandsia , and placed it over the spot 
thus wattled. 

When the platform was completed to his satisfaction, 
he leaped down again ; and, taking the animal in his 
arms, carried him up to the tree, and placed him gently 
Upon the moss, where the dog lay quietly down. 

To dispose of himself was the next consideration. 
That was a matter of easy accomplishment, and con- 
sisted in laying hold of his rifle, swinging his body 

back into the tree, and seating himself firmly among 

the branches. 

He now T arranged himself with care upon his seat. 
One branch, a stout one, supported his body, his feet 
rested upon another, w T hile a third formed a stay for 
his arms. In a fork lay the barrel of his long rifle, 
the stock firmly grasped in his hands. 

He looked with care to this weapon. Of course it 
w T as already loaded, but, lest the night-dew might have 
damped the priming, he threw up the pan-cover, with 
his thumb-nail scraped out the pow 7 der, and then 
poured in a fresh supply from his horn. This he 
adjusted w T ith his picker, taking care that a portion of 
it should pass into the touch-hole, and communicate 
with the charge inside. The steel was then returned 
to its place, and the flint duly looked to. Its state of 
firmness was felt, its edge examined. Both appeared 
to be satisfactory, so the piece was once more brought 
to its rest in the fork of the branch. 

The cibolero was not the man to trust to blind 


si a 


riiE vviini!: ciiili' 
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CHAPTER LXI. 

The zambo had disappeared in tlie underwood almost 
at the same instant that Carlos had mounted and 
galloped out through the avenue. Not a living crea- 
ture remained in the glade. 

The huge body lay with arms outstretched, one of 
them actually across the blazing pile ! Its weight, 
pressing down the faggots, half-obscured their light. 
Enough there was to exhibit the ghastly face mottled 

with washes of crimson, There was no motion in 
either body or limbs — no more than in that of the 
counterfeit form that was near. Dead was the yellow 
hunter — dead ! The hot flame that licked his arm, 
preparing to devour it, gave him no pain. Eire stirs 
not the dead ! 

Where were tne others ? They had gone off in 
directions nearly opposite ! Were they flying from 

each other ? 

The zambo had gone back in the same direction 

when**) he had come. He had gone in a very differ- 
ent manner though. After disappearing behind the 
leafy screen, he had not halted, but rushed on like one 
terri fled beyond the power of controlling himself 
The cracking of dead sticks, and the loud rustling 
among the bushes, told that he was pr e ss in g th rou gh 
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dogs were found the ground was soft, and there were 
hoof-tracks that did not belong to the horses of the 

hunters. These were recognised by several. They 

were the tracks of the well-known horse of Carlos the 
eibolero. 



friendly terms, but the contrary. They had met and 
quarrelled, then ; or, what was more likely, Carlos 
had found the hunters asleep by their camp-fire, had 
-stolen upon them, and thus effected his purpose. The 
mulatto had been shot dead at once, and had fallen 
into the fire, for part of the body was consumed to a 
cinder! His companion, attempting to make his 

escape, had been pursued and overtaken by the blood- 
thirsty outlaw ! 

New execrations were heaped upon the head of tlio 
■devoted Carlos. Men crossed themselves and uttered 
either a prayer or a curse at the mention of his name ; 
and mothers made use of it to fright their children 

into good behaviour. The name of Carlos the eibolero 

spread more terror than the rumour of an Indian in- 
vasion ! 

The belief in the supernatural became strengthened. 
■Scarce any one now doubted that the cibolero’s mother 

was a witch, or that all these deeds performed by her 

son were the result of her aid and inspiration. 

There was not the slightest hope that he would 

■ 

either be captured or killed. How could he ? Who 
could hind the devil and bring him to punishment ? 
No one any longer believed that he could be caught. 

Some gravely proposed that his mother — the witch 
■ should be taken up and burnt. Until that waa 
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of joy 




Hats were uptossed and vims rent the air 


What news had Gomez announced ? 


A 




news 


the capture of the outlaw! It was 


true 


are bit of 

. Carlos 


had been taken, and was now a prisoner in the hands 


of the soldiers 


He 


had 


been 


strength nor stratagem. 


captured 


Treacher 1 / 


had 


neither 

done 




fey 

the 


work. 

people 


He 


had 


been 


betrayed 



7 


one 


c 


01 


his 


own 



It was thus his capture had been effected. 


D 


r* 



spair- 


mg for the present of being able to communicate w T itb 


C at a lina 




he had formed 


the 


resolution to remove his 


mother and sister from the valley. He had prepared 
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ft temporary home for them far off in the wilderness, 
where they would he secure from his enemies, while 
he himself could return at a better opportunity. 

To effect their removal, watched as they were, he 
knew would be no easy matter. But he had taken 
his measures, and would have succeeded had it not 
been for treason. One of his own people — a peon 
who had accompanied him in his last expedition- 
betrayed him to his vigilant foes. 

Carlos was within the rancho making a few hasty 
preparations for the journey. He had left his horse 
hidden some distance off in the chapparal. Unfortu- 
nately for him Cibolo was not there. The faithful 
dog had been laid up since his late encounter at the 
cave. To a peon had been assigned the duty that 
would otherwise have been intrusted to him — that ot 
keeping watch without. 

This wretch had been previously bought by Koblado 
and Yizcarra. The result was, that, instead of acting 

as sentinel for his master, he hastened to warn his 
enemies. The rancho was surrounded by a troop ; 
and, althou gh several of his assailants were killed by 

the hand of Carlos, he himself was finally overpowered 

and taken. 

Gomez had not been five minutes in the Plaza 
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Drasure, admitted light. It was liigli up, but Carlos 
saw that, by standing upon the banqueta, he could 
have looked out by it. He had no curiosity to do so, 
and he lay still. He saw that the walls of his prison 
were not of stone. They were adobe bricks, and the 
embrasure enabled him to tell their thickness. There 
was no great strength in them either. A determined 
man, with an edge-tool and time to spare, could make 
his way through them easily enough. So Carlos re- 
flected : but he reflected, as well, that he had neither 
the edge-tool nor the time. He was certain that in a 
few hours — perhaps minutes — he would be led from 
that prison to the scaffold. 

Oh ! he feared not death — not even torture, which 

he anticipated would be his lot. His torture was the 

thought of eternal separation from mother, sister, 
from the proud noble girl he loved — the thought that 
he would never again beholi them — one or other 
of them — this was the torture that maddened his 
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should be so much tlie subject of tlie conversation. 
He could not tell what was said of them, but in the 
hum of voices their names repeatedly reached his ear. 

He had lain about an hour on the ban qu eta, when 
the door opened, and the two officers, Yizcarra and 

Roblado, stepped within the cell. They were ac- 
companied by Gomez. 

The prisoner believed that his hour was come. 
Thev were 2:0 ins to lead him forth to execution. He 

1/ OO 

was wrong. That was not their design. Far differ- 
ent. They had come to gloat over his misery. 

Their visit was to be a short one. 

* Now, my brave ■ ’ began Koblado. * We promised 
you a spectacle to-day. We are men of our word. 
We come to admonish you that it is prepared, and 
about to come off. Mount upon that banqueta, and 
look out into the Plaza ; you will have an excellent 

view of it ; and as it is near you will need no glass! 

Up then ! and don’t lose time. You will see what 

you will see. Ha ! ha ! ha ! 1 

And the speaker broke into a hoarse laugh, in 

which the Comandaute as well as the sergeant 

joined ; and then all three, without waiting for a 

reply, turned and went out, ordering the door to be 

■ 

locked behind them. 

The visit, as well as Eoblado’s speech, astonished 
and puzzled Carlos. For some minutes he sat reflect- 
ing upon it. What could it mean ? A spectacle , and 
he to be a spectator ? What spectacle but that of his 
own execution ? What could it mean ? 

For a time he sat endeavouring to make out the 
sense of Eoblado’s words. For a good while he 

pondered over the speech, until at length he had 
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The Plaza was partially cleared — the open space 
guarded by lines of soldiers. The crowds, closely 
packed, stood along the sides of the houses, or filled 

the balconies and azoteas. The officers, alcalde, 
magistrates, and principal men of the town, were 
grouped near the centre of the Plaza. Most of these 
wore official costumes, and, under other circumstances, 
the eyes of the crowd would have been upon them * 
Not so now. There was a group more attractive than 
they — a group upon which every eye was gazing with 
intense interest. 

This group occupied a comer of the Plaza in front 
of the Calabozo, directly in front of the window 
from which Carlos looked out. It was the first thing 
upon which his eyes rested. He saw no more — he 
saw not the crowd, nor the line of soldiers that penned 
it back — he saw not the gaudy gentry in the square ; 
Tie saw only that group of beings before him. That 
was enough to keep his eyes from wandering. 

The group was thus composed. There were two 

asses — small shaggy brown animals, — caparisoned in 
a covering of coarse black serge, that hung nearly to 

their feet. Each had a coarse hair halter held in the 

2o 
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inflicted keener pain. A sharp, lialf-stifled scream 
escaped his lips — the only sign of suffering the ear 
might detect. lie was silent from that moment. His 
hard quick breathing alone told that he lived. He 
did not faint or fall. He did not retreat from the 
window. He stood like a statue in the position he 
nad first taken, hugging the wall with his breast, to 
steady himself. His eyes remained fixed on the 
group, and fixed too in their sockets, as if glued 
tlie re ! 

Poblado and Yizcarra, in the centre of the square* 
enjoyed their triumph. They saw him at the em- 
brasure. He saw not them. He had for the moment 
forgotten that they existed. 

At a signal the bell rang in the tower of the 
parroquia, and then ceased. This was the cue for 

The black drivers led their animals from the wall, 
and, heading them in a direction parallel to one side 
of the Plaza, stood still. The faces of the women 

were now turned partially to the crowd, but their 

dishevelled hair sufficiently concealed them. The 
padres approached. Each selected one. They mum- 
bled a few unintelligible phrases in the ears of their 
victims, flourished the crucifix before their faces, and 
then, retiring a step, muttered some directions to the 
two ruffians in the rear. 

These with ready alacrity took up their cue, 
gathered the thick ends of their cuartos around their 

wrists, and plied the lash upon the naked backs of 
the women. The strokes were deliberate and mea- 
sured — they were counted! Each seemed to leave 

Us separate weal upon the skin. Upon the younge 

2 c 2 
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female they were more 


conspicuous 


not 


had 


been 


delivered with 


the softer, whitei 




and 


greater 


severity 


J 


that 

but 


they 

upon 


more 




tender skin, the purpl 
lines appeared plainer by contrast. 

Strange that neither cried out. The girl writhed 

low 





and uttered 


whimpering, but no scream escaped 
her lips. As for the old woman, she remained quite 
motionless — no sign told that she suffered ! 


When 


ten 


lashes 


each 


had 


been 


administered 


J 



voice from tbe centre of the Plaza cried out 


y 


t 


Basta par 



nma 



J 


The 


crowd 


echoed 


(Enough for the girl.) 


this 




and 


he 


y 


whose 


office 



was to flog 
and 


the 


younger 


female 




rolled 


up 


his cuarto 


desisted. 


The 


other 


went 


on 


until 


lashes were told off. 


twenty-n ve 


A band of music now struck 


«jd 


along the side of 


up 


* 


The 


asses were 


1 

L 


he 


square 




and 


halted 


at 


the 


next corner. 


The 


music stopped. 


The 


padres 




again 


went 


through their mumbling ceremony. Tbe executioners 
performed their part — only one of them this time 

fry 


as 


the 


voice 


of the 


crowd 


the 



spared the lash, though she was 

graded and shameful position. 


r oungei 

still 


female 



A 


ept in her 


was 


de 


The 


full 


measure 


ministered 


to 


the 


of 

other 


stripes 


was 


ad 


twenty- five 
, and then again the music., 

the 



and the procession moved on to the third angle 

laza. 

Here the horrid torture was repeated, and again at 



the 


fourth 


and last corner of the square, 'where 


hundred lashes 


the 


full 


number 


decreed 


as 


the 

the 


pum 


i 


O 


hment 


were completed 
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Fanaticism is stronger than pity; and who cared 
for the witch and the heretic ? 

Yes — there were some who cared yet. There were 

hands that unbound the cords, and chafed the brows 
of the sufferers, and flung rebosos over their shoulders 
aria poured water into the lips of those silent victims 

— silent, for both had fainted ! 

A rude carre ta was there. How it came there no 
one knew or cared. It was getting dusk, and people, 

having satisfied their curiosity, and hungry from long 
fasting, were falling off to their homes. The brawny 
driver of the carreta, directed by a young girl, and 
aided by two or three dusky Indians, lifted the suf- 
ferers into his vehicle, and then, mounting himself, 
drove off ; while the young girl, and two or three 
who had assisted him, followed the vehicle. 

It cleared the suburbs, and, striking into a by- 
road tbat traversed the chapparal, arrived at a lone 
rancho, the same where Rosita had been taken 
before — for it was Josefa who again carried her 
away . 

The sufferers were taken inside the house. It was 
soon perceived that one no longer suffered. The 
daughter was restored to consciousness, only to see 
that that of her mother had for ever fled I 
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and energy of a desperate man. Had liis hands been 

tied in front, he might have used his teeth in the 
endeavour to set them free ; but they were bound fast 

together across his back. He pulled and wrenched 

them with all his strength. 

If there is a people in the world who understand 

better than any other the use of ropes or thongs, that 
people is the Spanish- American. The Indian must 

yield to them in this knowledge, and even the habile 
saiior makes but a clumsy knot in comparison. No 
people so well understand how to bind a captive 
without iron , and the captive outlaw had been tied to 

perfection. 

But neither ropes of hemp nor hide will secure a 

man of superior strength and resolution. Give such 
an one but time to operate, and he will bo certain to 
free himself. Carlos knew that he needed but time. 

The effect produced by the moistening of the raw- 
hide was such, that short time sufficed, in less than 
ten minutes it slipped from his wrists, and his hands 

were free ! 

He drew the thong through his fingers to clear it 
of loops and snarls. He fashioned one end into a 
noose ; and, mounting upon the banqueta, knotted the 
other over the beam, He then placed the noose 
around his naked threat — calculating the height at 
which it should hang when drawn taut by the 
weight of bis body! and, placing himself on the 
elevated edge of the banqueta, he was prepared to 
spring out 

‘Let me look on them once more before I die- 

poor v' ctims ! — once more 1 9 

The position he occupied was nearly in front of the 
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embrasure, and he had only to lean a little to one side 
to get a view of the Plaza. He did so. 

He could not see them : but he saw that the atten 


tion of the crowd was directed towards that angle o I 


the 


square 


adjacent 


to 


the 


Calabozo. 


The 


horrid 


ceremony would soon 


be 


over 



Perhaps they would 


then be carried within sight. He would wait for the 
moment 

‘Ha 



would be his last 

what is that ? Oh God 


it is 


He 


heard the 


t 


the 


air. 


He 


weep 


y 


of the keen cuarto as 



thought 


> 


or 


fancied 




he 


heard 


a 


cut 

low 


moan 


The silence of tlv3 crowd enabled him to dis 


tinguish the slightest sounds. 


4 


God 


of mercy, is there 


no 



geance 


7 


hear 


me 


t 


Ha! 



mercy 
engeance 


God 

what 


of 


ven 


am 



dreaming of, suicidal fool ? What ! my hands free 


can 



not break 


the 


door ? 


the 


lock 





can 


but di 





upon 

He 


theii 

had 


weapons 


flung 


the 


and maybe 

from 


t 


noose 


his 


about to turn away from the window 


7 


neck, 

when 


and 


wa b 


obj ect 


struck him on the 


forehead 


7 


almost 


a heavy 
stunning 


him with the blow ! 

At first he thought 



was 



stone from the hand of 
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The last occupied his attention first. The sun was 
down, and the light declining, but in front of the 
window there was still enough to enable him to read. 

He opened the paper and read : — 

‘ Your time is fixed for to-morrow . 1 cannot learn 

whether you will he kept where you are all night , or be taken 
back to the Presidio . If you remain in the Calahozo , well* 

1 send you two weapons . Use which you please , or both. The 

walls can be pierced . There wiU be one outside who will con- 
duct you safe . Should you be taken to the Presidio, you 
must endeavour to escape on the way , or there is no hope. 1 
need not recommend courage and resolution to you — the per- 
sonification of both. Make for the rancho of Josef a. There 
you will find one who is now ready to share your perils and 
your liberty. Adieu ! my souis hero , adieu ! * 

No name appeared. But Carlos needed none — he 
well knew who was the writer of that note. 

c Brave, noble girl ! ’ he muttered as he concealed 
the paper under the breast of his hunting-shirt ; ‘ the 
thought of living for you fills me with fresh hope- — 
gives me new nerve for the struggle. If I die, it will 
not be by the hands of the garrotero. No, my hands 
&re fi’ee. They shall not be bound again while life 
remains. I shall yield only to death itself.’ 

As the captive muttered these thoughts he sat down 
upon the banqueta, and hurriedly untied the thongs 

that up to this time had remained upon his ankles. 
This done, he rose to his feet again ; and, with the 

long knife firmly clutched, strode up and down the 

cell, glancing fiercely towards the door at each turn- 
ing. He had resolved to run the gauntlet of his guards, 
and by his manner it was evident lie had made up his 
mind to attack the first of them that entered. 
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fiion- -unselfish, headlong, intense — usurping the place 
of every other, and filling the measure of the soul. 
Filial affection — domestic ties — moral and social duty 
— must yield. Love triumphs over all. 

Of such a nature — of such intensity — was the love 
that burned in the heart of Catalina de Cruces. 

Filial affection had been weighed against it; rank, 
fortune, and many other considerations, had been 
thrown into the scale. Love outbalanced them all ; 
and, obedient to its impulse, she had resolved to fling 
all the rest behind her. 

It was nearing the hour of midnight, and the man- 
sion of Don Ambrosio was dark and silent. Its master 
was not at home. A grand banquet had been provided 
at the Presidio by Yizcarra and Eoblado, to which 

all the grandees of the settlement had been invited. 
Don Ambrosio was among the number. At this hour 
he was at the Presidio, feasting and making merry. 

It was not a ladies’ festival, therefore Catalina was 

not there. It was, indeed, rather an extemporised 
affair— a sort of jubilee to wind up the performances 
of the day. The officers and priests were in high 
spirits, and had put their heads together in getting np 
the improvised banquet. 

The town had become silent, and the mansion of 

Don Ambrosio showed not a sign of life. The portero- 
still lingered by the great gate, waiting his master's 
return; but ho sat inside upon the banqueta of the 

zaguan, and seemed to be asleep. 

He was watched by those who wished him to 
sleep on. 

The large door of tne caballeriza was open. Within 
the framework of the posts and lintels the form of a 
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voice, — 

‘ Andres ! 5 

* Aqui, Semrita answered tlie groom, stepping 
little more into tlie light. 

1 All saddled ? ’ 



410 


THE WHITE CHIEF 



THE WHITE CHIEF 


411 




THE WHITE CHIEF 



THE WHITE CHIEF 






rilE WHITE CIIlRt 




THE WHITE CHIEF 1 





416 


THE WHITE CHIEF 




THE WHITE CHIEF 


417 


satisfaction to feel the cold air rushing through the 
aperture ! 

fie stopped his work and listened. There was no 

sound on that side of the prison. All was silence 

and darkness. He pressed his head forward, and 
peered through. The night was dark, but he coidd 
see weeds and wild cactus-plants growing close to 
Aie wall. Good ! There were no signs of life there. 

He widened the aperture to the size of his body, 
and crawled through, knife in hand. He raised him- 
self gradually and silently. Nothing but tall rank 

weeds, cactus-plants, and aloes. He was behind the 
range of the dwellings. He was in the common. 
He was free ! 

He started towards the open country, skulking 
under the shadow of the brushwood. A form rose 
before him, as if out of the earth, and a voice 
softly pronounced his name. He recognised the girl 
Josefa. A word or two was exchanged, when the 
girl beckoned him to follow, and silently led the way. 

They entered the chapparal, and, following a nar- 
row path, succeeded in getting round the village. 

On the other side lay the rancho, and in half-an- 
hour’s time they arrived at and entered the humble 
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corded, But it shall not go unpunished. 


my 

be 


m othoi , 

avenged 


Spirit 



hear 


me 


It shall not . Your death shall 


your 


tor lure 


shall 


have 


full 


retribu 


tion 

for 



Rejoice, you ruffian crew 


feast 




and be mern 


1/ 


* 


your 


dian you 

patience 
more you 


time 
think 


of 


sorrow 


will 


soon come 


sooner 


you 

shall 


for! 

shall 

stand 



go 


1 


but 


to 


return. Have 


see 

face 


me again 


to 


face 


with 


Yes! 

Carlos 


once 

the 
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Even that day Vizcarra had enjoyed part of his. 
For the scorn with which he had been treated he had 
revenged himself — though it was he who from the 
centre of the Plaza had cried ‘ Basta l ’ It was not 

mercy that had caused him to interfere. His words 
were not prompted by motives of humanity — far 
otherwise. 

His designs were vile and brutal. To-morrow 
the brother would be put out of the way, and 

then 

The wine — the music — the jest — the loud laugh- 

all could not drown some bitter reflections. Ever 
and anon tlie mirror upon the wall threw back his 
dark face spoiled and distorted. His success had 

been dearly purchased — his was a sorrv triumph. 

It prospered better with Roblado. Don Ambrosio 

was one of the guests, and sat beside him. 

The wine had loosened the heart-strings of the 
miner. He was communicative and liberal of his 
promises. His daughter, he said, had repented of her 
folly, and now looked with indifference upon the fate 

of Carlos. Eoblado might hope. 

It is probable that Don Ambrosio had reasons for 
believing what he said It is probable that Catalina 
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bozo 

geant 


to 


assu re 


themselves 


of the 


truth 


of 


the 


ser 



? 



report 


* 


Y izcarra 


and 


Eoblado were 


m 



state 


bordering 


upon madness. Both stormed and swore, at the same 
time ordering the whole garrison under arms. 


In 



few minutes nearly every soldier of the Pre 


sidio had 



aulted 


to 


his saddle 


% 


and 


the direction of the town 


was galloping 




The Calabozo was surrounded. 

There was the hole through which the captive had 


got 


off. 


How had 


he 


unbound 


his 


fastenings 



who 


had furnished him with the knife ? 


The 

flogged 


sentries 
and 


were questioned 


and 


flogged 


and 


questioned 


but 


could 


tell 


nothing 



They knew 


not 


that 


their 


prisoner 


was 


gone 


y 


until 


Gomez and his party came to demand him ! 


Scouring parties were sent out in every direction 

but in the night what could they do ? The houses 


were 


all 


searched 


y 


hut 


what 


was 


the 


use 


of 


that ? 


The 

the 
Plains ! 

The 


cibolero was not likely to have remained within 


town. 


No 


doubt 


he 


was 


off 


once more 


to 


the 


night search 


proved 


ineffectual 


* 

J 


and 


* 


in 


the 


morning the party that had gone down the valley re 


turned 


y 


bavin sr found 


o 


no 


traces either of Carlos 


J 


his 


sister, or his mother. It was known that the hechicera 


had 


bod) ; 

and 


died 
been 
aided 


on 


the 

taken 


previous 


night, hut where 


had 


the 


to 



the 


outlaw 


Had 

his 


she 


come 


to 


life 


again 




in 


conjecture l 


escape 



Such was 


the 



At 

thrown 


later 


hour 


in 


the 


on 


the 


morning 


mysterious affair. 


some 

Don 


was 


light 

Ambrosio, 


who had gone to rest without disturbing his daughter 
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was awaiting her presence in the breakfast- room. 
What detained her beyond .the usual hour? The 
father grew impatient — then anxious. A messenger 
was at length sent to summon her — no reply to the 

knocking at her chamber-door ! 

CD 

The door was burst open. The room was entered 
— it was found untenanted — the bed unpressed — the 
senorita had fled ! 

She must be pursued ! Where is the groom ? — the 
horses ? She must be overtaken and brought back ! 

The stable is reached, and its door laid open. No 

groom ! no horse ! — they, too, were gone ! 

Heavens ! what a fearful scandal ! The daughter* 
of Don Ambrosio had not only assisted the outlaw to 

escape, but she had shared his flight, and was now 
with him. ‘ Huyeron !* was the universal cry. 

The trail of the horses was at length taken up, and 
followed by a large party, both of dragoons and 
mounted civilians. It led into the high plain, and 
then towards the Pecos, where they had crossed. 
Upon the other side the trail was lost. The horses 

had separated, and gone in different directions, and 
their tracks, passing over dry shingle, could no longer 

be followed. 

After several days* fruitless wandering, the pursuing 
party returned, and a fresh one started out ; but this, 
after a while, came back to announce a similar want of 

success. Every haunt had been searched ; the old 
rancho — the groves on the Pecos — even the ravine 

and its cave had been visited, and examined carefully. 
No traces of the fugitives could be discovered ; and it 
was conjectured that they had gone clear off from th» 
confines of the settlement* 
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tion. Their brethren in several other settlements 

had risen, and succeeded in casting off the Spanish 

yoke. 

It was natural that those of San Ildefonso should 
dream of similar action, and conspire. 

But their conspiracy was nipped in the bud by the 
vigilance of the authorities. The leaders wei»e ar- 
rested, tried, condemned, and shot. Their scalps 
were hung over the gateway of the Presidio, as a 
warning to their dusky compatriots, who were thus 

reduced to complete submission ! 

These tragic occurrences had done much to oblite- 
rate from the memory of all the cibolero and his 

deeds. True, there were some of San Ildefonso who, 

with good cause, still remembered both; but the 
crowd had ceased to think of either him or his. All 
had heard and believed that the outlaw had long ago 
crossed the Great Plains, and was now safe under the 

protection of those of his own race, upon the hpnks ol 

the Mississippi. 
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of the American year, when the wild woods appeal 
painted, and Nature seems to repose after her annual 
toil- — when all her creatures, having feasted at the 
full banquet she has so lavishly laid out for them,, 
appear content and happy. 

It was night, with an autumnal moon — that moon 
whose round orb and silvery beams have been cele- 
brated in the songs of many a harvest land. 

Not less brilliant fell those beams where no harvest 
was ever known — upon the wild plain of the Llano 
Estacado. The lone hatero , couched beside bis silent 

flock, was awakened by a growl from his watchful 
sheep-dog. Eaising himself, he looked cautiously 
around. Was it the wolf, the grizzly bear, or the 

red puma ? None of these. A far different object 
was before his eyes, as he glanced over the level 
plain — an object whose presence caused him to 

tremble. 

A long line of dark forms was moving across the 
plain. They were the forms of horses with their 
riders. They were in single file — the muzzle of each 
horse close to the croup of the one that preceded him. 
From east to west they moved. The head of the line 

was already near, but its rear extended beyond the 
reach of the hatero’s vision. 

Presently the troop filed before him, and passed 
within two hundred paces of where he lay. Smoothly 
wild silently it glided on. There was no chinking of 

bits, no jingling of spurs, no clanking of sabres 
Alone could be heard the dull stroke of the shoeless 
no of, or at intervals the neigh of an impatient steed, 
suddenly checked by a reproof from his rider. Silently 
they passed on— silent as spectres. The full moot* 
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The history of Carlos the outlaw now came before 
his mind — he remembered the whole story ; beyond 

a doubt the cibolero was returning to the settlement 

to take vengeance upon liis enemies ! 

Influenced partly by patriotism, and partly by the 
hope of reward, the liatero at once resolved to defeat 
this purpose. Ho would hasten to the valley and 

wa m the garrison ! 

As soon as the line had filed past he rose to his 
feet, and was about to start off upon his errand ; but 
he had miscalculated the intelligence of the white 

leader. Long before, the flanking scouts had enclosed 
both him and his charge, and tlie next moment ho 
was a captive ! Part of his flock served for the 
supper of that band lie would have betrayed. 

Up to the point where the hatero had been en- 
countered, the White Chief and his followers had 
travelled along a well-known path — the trail of the 
traders. Beyond this, the leader swerved from the 

track ; and without a word headed obliquely over the 
plain. The extended line followed silently after — as 
the body of a snake moves after its head. 

Another hour, and they had arrived at the ceja of 
the Great Plain — at a point well known to their chief. 
It was at the head of that ravine where he had so 






THE WHITE CHIEF 


431 









THE WHITE CHIEF 









THE WHITE CHIE* 




THE WHITE CHIEF 



THE WHITE CHIEF 


437 



Tf£.*J U IIITK CIMKK. 



chief mount oil upon his coal-black steed; and upon 
him the eyes of all are fixed, us though they expected 
some signal. 11 is face is pale, but its expression is 
stern and immobile. He has not yet reached the 
completion of his vengeance. 

There are no words between bim and his victims. 

All that has passed. They know their doom. 

Their backs are towards him, and they see him 
not ; but the Tagnos who stand by the horses’ heads 
have their eyes fixed upon him with a singular ex- 
pression. AY hat do these expect ? A signal. 

In awful silence was that signal given. To the 
right and left sprang the Tagnos, leaving free the 
heads of the mustangs. Another signal to the line of 
mounted warriors, who, on receiving it, spurred their 

horses forward with a wild yell. 

Their spears soon pricked the hips of the mus- 
tangs, and the blinded animals sprang towards the cliff ! 

The groans of agonised terror that escaped from 

their riders were drowned by the yells of the pur- 
suing horsemen. 

In a moment all was over. 1 he terrified mustangs 
had sprung out from the cliff* — had carried their 
riders into eternity ! 

The dusky warriors pulled up near the brink, and 
sat gazing upon each other in silent awe. 

A horseman dashed to the front ; and, poising his 
horse upon the very edge, looked down into the 
abysm. It was the AVhite Chief. 

For some moments ho regarded the shapeless 
masses that lay below. lie saw that they moved not, 
Men and horses wore all dead crushed, bruised, and 
shattered — a hideous sight to behold ! 
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bondage which the padres had woven around them 
were but too glad to give up the half-civilisation they 

had been taught. Some of them sought other settle 


ments 




but 


most 


returned 


to 


their 


old 


habits 


I 


and 


once more became hunters of the plains. 





erhaps 


the 


fate 


of 


San 


Ilaefonso might have 


at 


tracted more attention in other times ; but it occurred 


at 



peculiar 


period 


m 


Spanish- American 


his to n 



Just then the Spanish power 




all 


over 


the American 


continent, was hastening to its decline ; and the fall 
of San Ildefonso was but one episode among many of 


a 


character 


equally dramatic 



Near 


the 


same 


time 


fell Gran Qnivira 




Abo 


* 


Chiiiii, and hundreds of other 


settlements of note. Each has its story — each its red 


romance — perhaps 
have here recorded 


far 


more interesting than that we 


Chance alone guided our steps to the fair valley 


of 


San 


lid ef onso 


1 


chanc e 


threw 


m 


our 


way 


one 


who 




me inhered its legend — the legend of the White 


n 




me/* 
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* Sierra Blanca . — Page 1.] The Sierra Blanca is so called 

because the tops of this range are usually covered with snow. 
The snow of the Sierra Blanca is not ‘eternal . i It only remains 
for about three parts of the year. Its highest peaks are below 
the snow- line of that latitude. Mountains that carry the 
eternal snow are by the Spanish Americans denominated 
* Nevada. ’ 

* The Grand Prairie .’ — Page 2.] This name is somewhat in- 
definite, being applied by some to particular portions of prairie 
land. Among the hunters it is the general name given to the 
vast treeless region lying to the west of the timbered country 

on the Mississippi. The whole longitudinal belt from the Lower 

Kio Grande to the Great Slave Lake is, properly speaking, the 
Grand Prairie; but the phrase has been used in a more re- 
stricted sense, to designate the larger tracts of open country, 
in contra-distinction to the smaller prairies, such as those of 

Illinois and Loiusiana, which last are separated from the true 
prairie country by wide tracts of timbered surface. 

* Settlements of Nuevo Mexico — Page 2.] The settlements 
of New Mexico covered at one time a much wider extent of 

country than they do now. The Indians have been constantly 

narrowing the boundaries for the last fifty years. At present 
these settlements are almost wholly restricted to the banks of 
the Del Norte and a few tributary streams. 

* Gramma grass.’ — Page 2.] The Chondrosium f a beautiful 

and most nutritions herbage that covers many of the plains of 

Texas and North Mexico, There are several species of grass 
known among Mexicans as ‘gramma;’ one in particular, the 
Chondrosium f ceneum , as a food for horses, is but little inferior 

to oats. 

* Cackle of his fighting -cock.’ — Page 7.] There is no exaggera- 
tion in all this. Every traveller in Mexico has witnessed such 
scenes, and many have borne testimony to these and similar 

facts. I have ofteu seen the fighting chanticleer carried iuside 
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* Hie Apache '* — Page 8.] One of the largest tribes of the 
‘ Indios bravos * or wild Indians, i.e. Indians who have never 




‘ Comerciante . — Page 8.J Merchant or extensive trader 

Merchandise is not degrading in Mexico. The rich merchant 
may be one of the 4 fhmilias principals/ Although there is 
still an old noblesse in the Mexican republic, the titles are merely 

given by courtesy, and those who hold them are often outranked 
and eclipsed in style by the prosperous parvenu. 

‘ Alcalde .' — Page 8.] Pronounced Alkalde. The duties of 

the Alcalde are very similar to those of a magistrate or justice 

of the peace. Every village has its Alcalde, who is known by 
his large gold or silver- headed cane and tassel. In villages where 
the population is purely Indian, the Alcalde is usually either of 
Indian or mixed descent — often pure Indian. 

4 Mode de Paris ! * — Page8.] The upper classes in Mexico. 

particularly those who reside in the large cities, have discarded 
the very picturesque national costume, and follow the fashionsof 
Paris. In all the large towns, French tailors, modistes, jewellers, 
&c., may be met with. The ladies wear French dresses, but 
without the bonnet. The shawl is drawn over the head when it 


Decomes necessary to cover it. 


The hideous bonnet is only seen 


upon foreign ladies residing in Mexico 
^rst-class wears a frock-coat, but the c 


The city 


gentleman of 




the 


greater 


number. 


r. A long- tailed dress-coat is regarded 
never appears upon the streets of a Mei- 


but the cloth jacket is the costum 


loner- tailed 


dress-coat 



an outrtf affair 


> 


and 



tov u. 
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QachupinoS — Page 9.] A Spaniard of Old Spain. Toe 

term is used contemptuously by the natives, or Creoles { Criollos), 
of Mexico, who hate their Spanish cousins as the Americans hate 

Englishmen, and for a very similar reason. 

* n yo de algo / — Page 9.] Literally, ‘son of somebody.’ 
Hence the word hidalgo. The ‘ blue blood 1 ( sangre azul) is the 
term for pure blood or high birth. 

* Roblanas * — Pape 9.] A pohlana is, literally, a village girl 

or woman, but in a more specific sense it signifies a village belle, 
or beauty. It is nearly a synonyme of the Spanish *maja.’ 

‘ Don Juan Tenorio .* — Page 9.] Don Juan Tenorio — a 
Celebrated character of Spanish romance and drama. He is the 
original from which Pyron drew his conception of Don Juan. 
He is the hero of a thousand love-scrapes and ‘ desajios,' or duels. 
The drama of ‘ Don Juan Tenorio 1 still keeps the Spanish stage, 

and Spaniards can hardly find words to express their admiration 
of its poetry. It requires two nights to play this piece, which is 
about twice the length of a regular five-act play. 

‘ Teniente / — Page 9.] ‘ Lugar-teniente 1 is lieutenant in 

Spanish, but the ‘ lugar 1 is left out, and ‘ teniente ’ stands for the 
title of the subaltern. 

* Quien sa&e? 1 — Page 10.] A noted phrase which figures 
largely in Spanish dialogue. Literally, ‘ Who knows ? * 

* Gambucinos and rancher os .' — Page 10. J Gambucino , a petty 

miner, who digs or washes gold on his own account. Rancher o f 
the dweller in a rancho , or country hut. The ranchero class 

corresponds pretty nearly to that known as ‘ smr.ll farmers,’ though 
in Mexico they are more often graziers than agriculturists. 

Enaguas — Page 10.] Sometimes written * nagua/ — the petti- 
coat, usually of coarse blue or red cottor. stuff, with a list of white 
or some other colour forming the top part. 

‘ Reboso .' — Page 10.] The scarf of greyish or slaty blue, wore 
oy all women in Mexico, except the ladies of the Upper Ten 
Thousand, who use it only on occasions. 

‘ Allegria — Page 11.] A singular custom prevails among the 
women of New Mexico, of daubing their faces all over with the 
nice of a berry called by them the ‘ allegria,’ wJiich gives them 
anything but a charming look. The juice is of a purplish red 

colour, somewhat like that of blackberries. Some travellers 
allege that it is done for ornament, as the Indians use vermilion 
and other pigments. This is not a correct explanation. The 
‘allegria 1 is used by the New Mexican belles to preserve the 
complexion, and get it up towards some special occasion, such as 
1 grand fiesta or ‘ fandango. 1 when it is washed off, and the ski» 
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‘ Petates,' &c. — Page 12.J A ‘ petate ’ is a small mat about the 
size of a blanket, woven out of palm -strips, or bulrushes, accord- 
ing to the district ; it is the universal bed of the Mexican 
peasant. Tunas and piiahayas are fmits of different species of 

cactus. Sandias are water-melons. Dulcet, preserves. Agua- 
mid and limonada , refreshing drinks peculiar to Mexico. Pilon- 
eillos , loaves of coarse brown sugar, met with in all parts of Mex- 
ico, and very much like the maple-sugar of the States. Tortillas , 
the often-described daily bread of the Mexican people. Chile 
Colorado , red pepper. Ollas, earthen pots of all sizes — almost 
the only sort used in the Mexican kitchen. Atole, a thin gruel 
resembling flour and water, but in reality made out of the finer 
dust of the maize, boiled and sweetened. Pinole , parched maize 
mixed with water and sweetened. Clacos , copper cents, or half- 
pence, — the copper coin of Mexico. Punche , a species of native- 
grown tobacco. Aguardiente, whisky distilled from maize, or 
sometimes from the aloe — literally, agua ardiente , hot or fiery 

water. It is the common whisky of the country, and a vile stuS 



THE END 



